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Maurice  Roche  has  been  called  "the 
most  interesting  novelist  in  France" 
(TriQuarterly),  and  Compact  "one  of 
the  classics  of  our  modernity"  (Le 
Figaro). 

Certainly,  Compact  is  one  of  the  most 
compellingly  original  works  of  fiction  of 
the  postwar  period.  Composed — as  if  a 
musical  score — of  six  intertwining  nar- 
ratives (each  distinguished  by  its  own 
voice,  tense,  and  typeface),  Compact 
has  lost  none  of  its  remarkable  freshness 
or  groundbreaking  innovation  since  its 
first  appearance  in  1966. 

But  along  with  its  striking  originality, 
Compact  is  also  a  work  rich  in  off-beat 
humor  and  great  humanity.  Compact  is 
the  story  of  a  blind  man  living  in  a  city  of 
his  own  imagining.  Confined  to  his  death- 
bed, he  engages  in  mental  walks  through 
the  world's  capitals.  These  sightless 
excursions  explode  in  a  plethora  of  mu- 
sical arrangements,  sexual  encounters, 
and  mysterious  funeral  rites.  Meanwhile, 
a  Japanese  collector  and  his  transvestite 
assistant  watch  over  the  blind  man  in 
exchange — upon  the  latter's  death — for 


(continued  on  back  flap) 


PRINT 

ROCHE, 

Maurice 

F 

Compac 

t 

R 

Copy  1 

r 

DATE 

DUE 

i        i 

1 

i       1 

PRINT 

F 

R 

ROCHE,  Mau 

rice 

Compact 

Copy  1 

Compact 


Maurice  Roche 


Translation  and  Introduction  by 
Mark  Polizzotti 


1      •£  CO  V- 

\   of. 

^T~         ""-"—*--  ,  . 

/[>-**«■ 

*?- ~~^_. 

& :■ 

The  Dalkey  Archive  Press 


For  Jean-Pierre  Faye 
—M.  R. 

For  their  help  along  the  way,  I'd  like  to  thank  my  parents,  Jodi  Daynard, 
John  O'Brien,  Franqois  Samuelson,  and  especially  Maurice  Roche. 

—M.  P. 


Copyright  ®  1966  Editions  du  Seuil 

This  translation  and  Introduction  copyright  ®  1988  Mark  Polizzotti 
English  language  copyright  ®  1988  The  Dalkey  Archive  Press 
All  rights  reserved 

Portions  of  this  translation  previously  appeared  in  The  North  American 
Review,  Yale  Literary  Magazine,  and  Rampike. 

Library  of  Congress  Cataloging  in  Publication  Data 
Roche,  Maurice. 

[Compact.  English] 

Compact  I  Maurice  Roche:  translation  and  preface  by  Mark  Polizzotti. 

Translation  of:  Compact. 
PQ2678.029C613  1988  843'.914— dcl9  88-14194 

ISBN:  0-916583-29-5 

First  Edition 


Partially  funded  by  grants  from  The  National  Endowment  for  the  Arts,  The 
Illinois  Arts  Council,  and  the  French  Ministry  of  Culture. 


The  Dalkey  Archive  Press 

1817  North  79th  Avenue 

Elmwood  Park,  IL  60635  USA 


Introduction 

When  Compact  was  published  in  1966,  nearly  a  decade  after  its 
completion,  no  one  was  quite  sure  what  to  make  of  it.  This  first 
novel  was  unlike  anything  anyone  had  ever  seen,  as  well  its 
author  knew.  Earlier,  Roche  had  told  a  friend  that  he  was  writing 
something  never  before  attempted,  a  book  in  which  a  multiplicity 
of  narratives  and  voices  would  combine  simultaneously  into  a 
polysemous  whole.  After  twenty-two  years,  and  despite  a  number 
of  imitators,  it  is  still  a  bit  of  a  rara  avis — and  critics  are  still 
seeking  a  label  for  it. 

Encouraged  by  the  fact  that  the  book  originally  appeared  under 
the  "Tel  Quel"  imprint  (usually  associated  with  the  works  of 
Roland  Barthes,  Jacques  Derrida,  Julia  Kristeva,  et  al.),  com- 
mentators have  often  taken  the  opportunity  to  describe  Compact 
as  an  illustration  of  the  Tel  Quel  group's  theories.  Further  justifi- 
cation seems  to  come  from  various  surface  aspects  that  the  novel 
shares  with  Tel  Quel  writings:  typographic  experimentation, 
fragmented  narrative,  an  indebtedness  to  linguistics  and  psycho- 
analysis. The  truth,  however,  is  that  Tel  Quel  did  not  yet  exist 
when  Compact  was  written.  And  while  the  novel  did  anticipate 
the  developments  of  Tel  Quel  (much  as  some  poets  had  come 
upon  automatic  writing  long  before  the  advent  of  Surrealism),  this 
should  not  obscure  the  fact  that  it  remains  a  unique  and  un- 
classifiable  work. 

Indeed,  one  might  even  call  Compact  an  electroencephalogram 
of  the  author's  own  education  and  obsessions.  Maurice  Roche 
was  born  in  1925,  on  November  2nd,  the  "Day  of  the  Dead" 


(over  a  funeral  parlor,  as  he  likes  to  point  out) — a  fact  that  has 
never  ceased  to  haunt  him.  He  had  received  medical  training  and 
worked  as  a  reporter,  critic,  sports  commentator,  and  race-car 
driver  by  the  time  he  began  writing  fiction.  These  extra-literary 
elements,  as  they  appear  in  the  text,  speak  more  eloquently  of  the 
young  novelist's  influences  and  preoccupations  than  could  any 
identification  with  a  given  aesthetic  movement.  Nor  should  we 
forget  another  element,  namely  Roche's  ethnic  heritage,  an  un- 
likely mix  of  French,  Jewish,  Irish,  and  Cheyenne.  But  of  course 
there  are  specifically  literary  influences  as  well,  important  ones, 
which  reflect  his  long-standing  love  of  Rabelais,  Mallarme,  and 
Joyce — the  echoes  of  whose  works  permeate  Compact.  Perhaps 
most  significant  of  all  is  Roche's  extensive  training  as  a  musicol- 
ogist and  composer  (it  is  no  accident  that  his  first  published  book 
was  a  monograph  on  Monteverdi),  for  music  is  a  leitmotif  as 
necessary  to  Maurice  Roche's  fiction  as  Dublin  is  to  Joyce's  or 
making  merry  is  to  Rabelais's. 

Compositionally,  in  fact,  Compact  derives  in  large  part  from 
the  musical  notions  of  point  and  counterpoint,  or  the  structure  of 
the  fugue,  overlaid  with  a  distinctly  Rabelaisian  humor  and  a 
Joycean  sense  of  the  elasticity  of  words — both  as  meaning  and, 
again,  as  music.  The  various  plot  lines  weave  through  each  other 
in  constant  intersection,  yet  each  maintains  its  own  identity,  its 
own  identification  with  a  specific  time,  place,  narrative  thread, 
tense,  and  coloration.  Visually,  the  interweaving  strands  are  set 
off  by  their  typography,  in  a  way  reminiscent  of  Mallarme's  Un 
coup  de  des,  giving  the  impression  (as  has  often  been  noted)  of  a 
palimpsest.  One  can  even  choose  one's  method  of  reading 
Compact:  either  from  beginning  to  end,  or  by  following  each  plot 
line  individually — that  is,  sequentially  reading  all  the  text  in  bold 
face  (or  small  caps,  or  italics)  piece  by  piece,  like  a  verbal  connect- 
the-dots  puzzle.  Roche  takes  the  Faulkner  of  As  I  Lay  Dying  one 


step  further,  by  crushing  the  various  narratives  together  in  a 
seeming  jumble,  which  finally  reveals  itself  to  be  a  whole  far 
greater  than  the  sum  of  its  parts.  The  result  is  a  global  text  in 
which  history,  art,  politics,  and  the  very  notion  of  language  as 
coherent  discourse  are  compressed  (or  compacted)  into  a  solid 
block  that  both  calls  these  into  question  and  constantly  points 
toward  something  beyond,  slightly  out  of  reach. 

Yet  despite  its  structural  innovations  and  thematic  density, 
Compact  is  also  an  extremely  readable,  often  comic,  frequently 
moving  work  of  fiction.  The  story  in  brief:  A  dying  blind  man  lies 
bedridden  in  his  Paris  garret,  inventing  for  himself  voyages 
around  the  city — which  is  at  once  Paris,  New  York,  Papeete,  and 
Tokyo — and  around  the  world.  These  voyages  are  a  (usually 
vain)  means  of  escaping  his  own  enforced  sedentariness,  the 
recurrent  pain  of  his  terminal  illness,  and  the  unwanted  adminis- 
trations of  a  disquieting  Japanese  doctor,  whose  interest  in  his 
patient  stems  from  the  magnificent  tattoo  covering  the  latter' s 
back  (for  the  doctor  is  also  a  collector  of  tattooed  skins).  At  the 
same  time,  the  blind  man  must  contend  with  the  somewhat 
perverse  attentions  of  the  French  girl  who  lives  in  the  room  next 
door,  as  well  as  with  the  haunting  memories  that  populate  the 
nightscape  behind  his  eyes. 

One  might  even  say  that  the  main  "character"  of  Compact  is 
the  night,  the  space  of  night  itself.  But  night  here  is  not  the 
absence  of  daylight,  nor  of  sight,  but  rather  what  remains  after  all 
lucidity— sight,  dreams,  memory — has  been  removed:  "You 
shall  be  made  sleepless  even  as  you  are  left  sightless,"  the  novel 
begins.  And  this  night,  a  wide-open  desert  space,  an  ambulatory 
space,  a  space  in  which  Compact's  nameless  hero  seeks  escape 
from  a  mass  of  memories  and  fantasies  that  are  the  only  remains 
of  an  existence  kept  in  the  dark — this  night  is  the  very  absence  of 
sleep,  or  of  a  memory  that  could  give  meaning  to  this  haphazard 


in 


parade  of  images  imagined. 

For  the  multiple  movements  of  Compact  (in  the  musical  sense, 
but  also  in  the  interstices  of  the  interwoven  fragments,  as  well  as 
within  each  story,  each  ambulation)  demonstrate  simultaneously 
a  will  to  retrieve  that  which  is  constantly  slipping  away,  and  a  fear 
that  these  fragments,  once  retrieved,  will  submerge  him  who 
wants  to  make  them  his  own.  Thus,  even  as  one  tries  to  "re- 
construct the  discourse  that  was  scattered  in  shards  across  the 
room"  (the  night,  or  memory),  and  if  one  manages  "to  make  a 
rough  montage,"  it  is  always  "with  possible  disorder  and  certain 
gaps."  In  these  gaps,  which  are  the  very  space  of  night,  con- 
sciousness is  forever  obliged  to  recreate,  to  reorder  the  scraps  of 
voices,  of  sensations  (even  the  most  painful),  of  travels  that,  once 
installed  in  this  nocturnal  landscape,  jump  out  of  the  frame,  chase 
each  other  around  and  take  each  other's  place,  like  Proust's 
furniture  at  the  beginning  of  "Combray" — but  without  ever 
reaching  a  dawn  that  would  impose  on  them  a  definitive  place, 
order,  or  meaning.  And  one  realizes  that  to  "tell  day  from  night" 
is  a  process  without  end,  without  exit — an  infinite  voyage  toward 
"darkness  as  far  as  the  eye  can't  see,"  which  is  the  point  of  our 
deepest  and  most  irremediable  silence. 

To  push  the  metaphor,  Compact  nearly  didn't  see  the  light  of 
day.  In  1952,  while  on  assignment  for  a  newspaper  in  Indochina, 
Roche  went  for  a  drink  with  fellow  journalist  Jean  Marvier— and 
then  left  his  only  copy  of  the  manuscript  (roughly  half  the  novel) 
in  the  bar.  A  frantic  search  the  next  morning  turned  up  nothing, 
and  the  following  three  days  were  spent  in  a  depressed  and 
drunken  stupor  (not  surprisingly,  alcohol  claims  its  due  as  a  major 
reference  in  Compact).  Finally,  Marvier  turned  up  at  Roche's 
hotel  room,  manuscript  in  hand,  claiming  that  he  hadn't  returned 
it  earlier  because  he  simply  couldn't  put  it  down.  On  a  later 


IV 


occasion,  Roche  lost  ten  pages  of  the  book — never  recovered — 
and  had  to  recreate  them,  obsessively,  over  a  period  of  three 
weeks,  from  memory.  Even  the  novel's  publication  was  due  to 
accident:  Having  decided  after  Monteverdi  that  he  would  not 
publish  another  book,  Roche  did  nonetheless  lend  the  completed 
draft  to  novelist  Jean-Pierre  Faye,  only  to  find  himself  presented 
with  a  publishing  contract  several  weeks  later. 

Compact  was  immediately  hailed  in  the  French  press  as  "a 
milestone  in  the  development  of  fiction"  and  "a  revolution 
similar  to  the  one  Mallarme  started  in  poetry."  Noted  critic 
Maurice  Nadeau  called  it  "the  most  beautiful  success  of  the  kind 
of  novel  that  followed  the  'New  Novel.'  "  And  Le  Monde  com- 
mented that  in  this  "resolutely  modern  text,  our  world  speaks  to 
us,"  insightfully  underscoring  the  fact  that  in  the  final  account, 
Maurice  Roche's  obsessions — sex,  illness,  death,  money,  the 
twilight  of  memory,  and  the  dark  night  of  fearsome  history — are 
the  obsessions  endemic  to  the  human  condition  itself.  Compact 
stands  not  only  as  one  of  the  ur-texts  of  postwar  experimental 
fiction,  but  also  as  a  powerful  document  of  human  adversity  and 
survival. 

There  have  been  numerous  translations  of  Compact,  into 
Italian,  German,  Spanish,  Japanese,  Arabic,  Czech,  and  Dutch, 
among  others.  In  this  country,  the  book  has  been  discussed, 
excerpted,  written  about,  taught  in  universities.  Twenty- two 
years  after  the  fact,  we  have  the  opportunity  to  read  it  for 
ourselves. 

Mark  Polizzotti 

New  York  City,  April  1 988 


A  Note  on  the  Translation 


The  translation  of  any  literary  text  is  an  exercise  in  creative  distor- 
tion, and  in  the  case  of  Compact  more  so  than  most.  To  begin 
with,  the  way  in  which  the  bits  of  narrative  follow  each  other — as 
coherent  sequences  not  only  when  the  novel  is  read  from  first  page 
to  last,  but  also  when  each  plot  line  is  read  individually — forces  the 
translator  to  make  adjustments  in  syntax  or  phrasing  that  would 
not  normally  be  necessary  or  desireable.  Added  to  this  are  certain 
peculiarities  of  Maurice  Roche's  prose:  his  use  of  puns,  of  cultural 
references,  of  assonance  and  wordplay  as  an  integral  component 
of  plot,  which  at  times  leave  one  with  the  task  of  creating  a  wholly 
new  pun  or  reference — one  that  can  both  convey  the  original 
meaning  and  respect  the  particular  linguistic  transformation  at 
work  in  the  sentence.  As  such,  the  bilingual  reader  will  notice  that 
I  have  taken  various  liberties.  For  example  (to  cite  two  of  the  most 
obvious),  the  passage  on  page  36  beginning  "Dido  on  sale  . .  ." 
sometimes  calls  upon  heroines  other  than  those  invoked  by  the 
French  original.  Similarly,  and  perhaps  more  drastically,  the 
"French  girl"  who  haunts  the  protagonist's  sexual  nightmares 
has  here  undergone  a  shift  in  nationality  from  her  original  status 
as  an  "Americaine,"  in  an  attempt  to  preserve  the  character's 
parodic  foreignness  (complete  with  funny  accent).  Hopefully, 
such  transpositions  will  suggest  the  inherent  playfulness  of 
Roche's  writing,  and  convey  the  spirit  and  substance  of  Compact, 
more  faithfully  than  a  stricter  Englishing  of  the  novel  could  have 
managed. 


vi 


You  shall  be  made  sleepless  even  as  you  are  left  sightless. 
While  you're  penetrating  the  darkness,  you'll  penetrate  into 
the  night,  getting  in  deeper  and  deeper,  your  already  failing 
memory  growing  proportionally  weaker  as — at  the  end  of  a 
long  lethargy— you  become  conscious  of  your  condition. 
(How  will  you  tell  day  from  night?) 


You'll  be  there,  on  a  bed — in  a  room,  of  course.  With  eyes 
wide  open  you'll  scrutinize  this  dark  desert  -»  and  will  the 


expanding  space  allow  you  to  go  so  far  out  that  you  can  never 
return  to  your  senses? 


Within  your  skull  you'll  haunt  Mnemopolis,  a  lonesome 
and  obscure  city.  No  streets  no  canals  no  paving  being  done  in 
the  area  (the  circumvolutions  of  your  brain),  but  only  traces 
that  you'll  try  to  catch  hold  of:  these  will  be  shreds  of 
memories  (or  hallucinations?)  and  sonorous  debris  that 
somehow  reach  you  from  without  and  most  of  the  time  evoke 
absolutely  nothing;  so  many  objects  or  fragments  that 
patiently — and  not  without  hesitation — you'll  want  to  string 
together,  give  them  meaning  by  connecting  them — 

in  hopes  once  more  of  coming  across  that  fissure  where  the 
sun  has  penetrated  you  with  its  shadow  andforgetfulness  has 
insinuated  itself  infiltrated  (and  since  when?),  wakefulness 
invading  your  sleep,  until  your  mind  is  submerged; 
so  you  can  sneak  into  this  hole  in  your  dazzled  memory,  first 
in  search  of  a  name  (which?)  whose  sinuosities  you'd 
marry  .  .  .  in  order  to  become  one  in  body  with  the  calligraphy 
then  finally  grow  drowsy  in  this  word .  .  .  and 
sleep — rest  in  peace — sleep  as  far  gone  as  possible. 

But  you  will  not  sleep. 

Using  your  elbows  and  forearms — will  you  feel  those  cracks 


in  your  articulations,  and  will  you  hear  them  as  you  hear  the 
creaking  mattress? — you'll  painfully  (straining  to  twist 
yourself  around)  sit  up;  throwing  your  legs  out  from  under  the 
covers,  you'll  simultaneously  attempt  a  rotation  toward  the 
right,  at  the  end  of  which  you  should  he  sitting  on  the  edge  of 
the  bed.  But  despite  your  efforts,  you  won't  succeed. 

After  a  second  try,  then  a  third— having  lightly  rocked  back 
and  forth — you'll  fall  backward 

and  will  stay  half- stretched  out>  resting  on  your  elbows,  your 
hands  clutching  the  covers,  your  legs  slightly  bent,  pant- 
ing  


Without  moving  a  muscle,  chin  jammed  against  your  chest, 
you'll  slowly  catch  your  breath:  your  respiration,  quickened 
at  first,  will  become  regular. 


Your  look  will  be  desert.  An  entire  past  inexpressible  at 
present.  You'll  wait  for  this  absence  with  gaping,  empty 
eyes  .  .  .  (how  willyou  know  \f someone  if  anyone  in  this  room 


which  gets  larger  and  larger.  .  .  ?  will  it  frighten  you  to  be 
alone?) 

You'll  slowly 

turn  your  head 


to  the  left  to  the  right 

before  letting  your  neck  fall  back  on  the  damp  pillow.  The 
frozen  contact  of  the  pillowcase  will  make  you  shiver.  You'll 
touch  your  face,  slowly  you'll  feel  it  (a  presence!);  and  that 
object  (which?)  that — stretching  out  your  arm — you'll  dis- 
place on  the  bedside  table  to  your  right,  while  leaving  the 
nocturnal  landscape  unchanged. 

You  '11  curl  up  .  .  . 

.  .  .  in  the  foetal  (fatal?)  position.  .  .  . 


And  then  you'll  abandon  this  open  night  for  a  closed  one: 
softly— you'll  pull  it  toward  you,  you'll  attract  it  to  you— 
you'll  lower  your  eyelids  to  reduce  it  to  a  small  night  that 


belongs  to  you  (where  you  '11  take  refuge,  hoping  to  retrieve 
the  memory  of 

,  and  the  trail  of  a  day-dream  that  came  to  disturb  the 
endless  shadow.  .  .).  With  closed  eyes  you'll  persist  in 
compressing  the  darkness;  with  all  your  might,  face  in  hands 
palms  cupped  over  eye-sockets .  .  . 

.  .  .  cause  an  entop tic  glow,  some  sort  of  rip:  vanishing  point 
in  the  blackness.  Your  entire  being  concentrated,  gathered  in 
this  movement,  you'll  press  on  your  eyes  and  thus  One 
awakens — thinking,  "An  interesting  nightmare,  let's  keep  our 
eyes  peeled!"  one  awakens. 

In  what  place  resembling  the  one  of  the  night  before  of  the 
day  after  from  which  one  has  come 

(from  which  one  has  come  to)? 

". . .  where  the  cross-breeding  of  microbes  gives  rise  to  various 
forms  of  rot.  The  illnesses  are  mixed  together  and  con- 
sequently the  pains  intermingle  . . . 
"one  doesn't  suffer  suffering. . . ." 

One  sweats,  bathing  motionless  in  a  medley  of  odors.  From 
the  mustiness  slowly  come  the  sweetish  fragrances  of  tiara  the 
bland  smells  of  copra  heady  stomach-turning  etc. . . . 


One  knows  all  this  from  reading  it  in  certain  brochures,  or 
in  the  travel  guides  and  pamphlets  that  are  popping  up  just 
about  everywhere.  One  owns  a  few,  in  fact,  inherited  from  a 
globe-trotting  uncle  who  died  in  a  Siberian  salt  mine.  One 
recalls  the  beginning  of  the  vade-mecum  for  the  Society 


Islands,  carefully  prepared  by  that  scrupulous  traveler.  One 
has  copied  the  details  over  in  ca 

BETWEEN  17°19'30"  AND  17°47'  SOUTH  LATITUDE, 
AND  151029'53"  AND  151°56'  WEST  LONGITUDE, 
TAHITI  STRETCHES  OVER  A  SURFACE  OF  257,000 
ACRES. . . . 

pital  letters  on  one  of  the 
bedroom  walls  (slightly  above  the  nightstand,  behind  the 
bedside  lamp)  under  the  map  of  Papeete.  One  has,  in  fact, 
wallpapered  the  room — this  room  which  takes  the  place  of 
everything — with  maps  of  cities. 


One  can  approach 
these  maps: 

(they  all  have  the  same  format;  the  cities,  what- 
ever their  relative  scale,  are  all  the  same  size  here — their  point 
in  common  being  the  bedroom  at 

Papeete,  for  example,  in  damp  Oceania.  Here  one  no  longer 
suffers,  if  s  almost  hopeless.  One  has  consulted  the  Baedeker: 
"hopeless.") 

this  point  marked  by  a  cross  in  red  pencil  at  this 
crossroad.  One  is  there.  It's  there  that  one  stands.  That  one 
can  be.  In  this  city  on  this  city  held  to  the  wall  by  four 
thumbtacks.  Here  at  this  crossroad  marked  by  a  red  X. 


One  puts  one's  finger  on  it,  and  this  movement  is  enough  to 
transport  one  to  the  same  place  where  one  is  . . . 


. . .  where  one  has  just  awak- 
ened. The  room  is  bathed  in 
darkness.  Nonetheless,  one 
guesses  the  exact  location  of 
each  object,  for  one  knows  the 
place  perfectly.  But  one  feels 
the  night  like  a  vise. 

One 
believes  this  room  to  be  far 
away,  and  it's  another  that 
blows  itself  out  of  propor- 
tion. 


Then  one  slowly  takes  a 
walk  on  one's  fingertips: 
leaving  from  the  corner  of 
Rue  Commandant  Destre- 
meau  and  Avenue  Bruat,  one 
reaches  Rue  de  Rivoli  and 
crosses  Avenue  du  Gouvern- 
ement.  One  passes  in  front  of 
the  cathedral  and  walks  by 
the  facade.  One  hesitates, 
having  arrived  at  the  front 
gate.  One  enters. 


One  feels  more  and  more  cramped  as  the  world  gets  larger. 
you'll  literally  sink  the  night  into  your  skull— contracting 
into  yourself  contracting — some  definitive  evening. 


One  makes  an  appearance  inside  the  empty  cathedral  (and, 
in  the  bed  where  one  is  in  reality,  curled  up  on  one  side,  one 
mentally  kneels  down.  In  this  position,  one  takes  the  form  of  a 
2.... 
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One  mutters 

then  whispers  . . .  — speaking  in  a  low  voice 
being  the  only  known  means  of  communicating  with  the 
dead. . . . 


Necropolis.  Absolute  city.  Pure  geometry.  There,  your 
mind  in  search  of  a  shadow  with  whom  to  wander.  And— you, 
flattened  onto,  outlined  against — darkness  as  far  as  the  eye 
canftsee.  (Does  one  know  how  far  the  shadows  can  stretch?) 
(Won  ftyou  be  afraid  of  your  much-desired  sleep  submerging 
you,  and  of  this  real  or  imaginary  night  being  followed  by  a 
total  void?  will  this  be  awakening?)  there  were  the  rare 

AND  PRECISE  NOISES  OF  THE  MORNING  AND  THE  FADING  DAY 

even  as  One  gets  lost  in  abstruse  sentences  so  that  this  great 
God  absence  can  exist  somewhere.  One  mumbles  several 
soporific  Our  Fathers.  One  knows  that  darkness  always  yields 
to  prayer. . . . 

(An  old 
antiphon  torn  here  and  there — a  rusty  litany  of  requisites — a 
backward  counting-rhyme — 


I  also  had  in  mind,  at  times,  a  choir  (divided  voices)  of  children 
singing  mezzo  forte  a  close-knit  sound,  a  sound  composed  of 
three  notes  (CsharpDEflat)  with  these  values,  respectively: 
quarter-note  (followed  by  half  a  breath) — eighth-note  (followed 
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by  a  breath)— dotted  quarter-note,  all  three  together  in  the 
duration  of  a  triplet  of  eighth-notes;  the  slow  tempo  letting  me 
clearly  distinguish  the  three  corresponding  syllables:  Re-qui-em. 
At  the  same  time,  a  spoken  chorus  of  male  voices  recited: 
aeternam  dona  eis. 


You'll  close  your  eyes— nothing  will  bring  the  daylight 
hack  to  you.  You  *ll  be  in  the  someplace  at  the  same  time;  and 

IT  WAS  STILL  MIDNIGHT  SOMEWHERE  THERE  WAS  THE  STROKE  OF 
MIDNIGHT  FROM  SOME  CLOCK— FOR  EXAMPLE  THE  ONE  ON  THE 
LAW  SCHOOL  ON  WEST  1 16TH  STREET — (CLOSE  ENOUGH)  EACH 
DEFINITIVE  STROKE  (DRY  ATTACK)  STRUCK  (GONG)  AT  REGULAR 
(DULL  NOTE)  INTERVALS  (HOLLOW  NOTE)  OF  TIME  (DEEP). 


STUMBLING    AGAINST    THE    OPAQUE    THREAD    OF    RESONANCE 
WHICH  THEIR  NOISE  PROLONGED 

— AND  ON  WHICH,  AS  EACH 
NIGHT,  ALL  SORTS  OF  BELLS  FROM  MUNICIPAL  CLOCKS  CAME  TO 
REGISTER  (ACCORDING  TO  VARIABLY  FREQUENT  REPORTS), 
MORE  OR  LESS  OUT  OF  SYNCH  WITH  ONE  ANOTHER  (EITHER 
BECAUSE  OF  DISTANCE,  WHICH  COULD  EASILY  BE  JUDGED  BY 
THE  DIFFERENT  INTENSITIES  OF  SOUND,  OR  BECAUSE  THE 
CLOCKS  HAD  BEEN  SET  DIFFERENTLY,  SOME  OF  THEM  STRIKING 
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MIDNIGHT   MORE   QUICKLY   OR  PERHAPS   MORE   SLOWLY  THAN 
OTHERS) 


(thus  there  had  formed  a  kind  of  sonorous  object  with 
somber  timbre,  with  velvety  texture,  with  occasionally 
vibrated  static  mass,  with  pulsated  appearance) 

,  it  seemed  that  these  percussions 
gradually  drew  closer  to  one— which?— another,  it 

SEEMED  .  .  . 

IN   THE    END,    IT   WAS    IMPOSSIBLE   TO   TELL— AND 
THEN  IT  STRUCK— THE  INCREDIBLE  STROKE(s)  OF  MIDNIGHT,  TO 
DISTINGUISH  (IT)  (THEM)  FROM  THE  OTHERS  IT  SEEMED  .  .  . 
.  .  .  THAT  THE  MORE  THERE  WERE,  THE  MORE  SUDDENLY  OTHERS 
FOLLOWED — OR  VICE  VERSA. 

THEN  THERE  WAS  ONLY  THAT  RUMBLE  OF  RETREATING  ECHOES 
—  IN  VARIATIONS  OF  DENSITY— (DECRESCENDO  PERDENDOSl) 
AND  ON  AN  ET  CETERA  OF  TIME 

(you'll  travel  without  moving — 
or  perhaps  you'll  finally  manage  to  get  up. 


Groping  along—so  many  objects  pieces  of  furniture  that 
neither  forgetfulness  nor  night  nor  dreams  abolish — groping 

along 

.  .  .  .  cold,  smooth  surface:  the  mirror  will  have  conserved 
nothing;  and  with  application  your  index  finger  will  try  in 
vain ) 
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you'll  have  the  whole  night  before 
you  to  get  used  to  insomnia,  to  blindness,  to  a  solitude  free  of 
exact  memories  as  much  of  the  night(s)  as  needed  to 

FASHION  HER  ABSENCE,   SHE  WHO  EVEN  YESTERDAY,  TODAY, 
THERE.  .  .  . 
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I'll  be  dead  for  as  long  as  the  next  fellow,  and  yet  for  the 
moment  I'm  still  alive.  I  prayed  all  the  way  to  midnight  and  I'm 
exhausted  and  dying  of  hunger. 


Not  entirely  managing  to  forget  that  I'm  living,  lying  on  a 
miserable  bed,  in  an  apartment-house  garret  (Rue  Git-le-Coeur, 
in  the  heart  of  Paris),  I  imagine  myself  as  the  marble  effigy  on  a 
tomb  at  the  bottom  of  a  dark  crypt.  I  hear  the  chants,  the  blurred 
litanies  and,  at  the  peak  of  the  long-distant  night,  my  mother's 
voice,  coming  from  far  away  in  the  depths:  the  remains  of  a 
cradlesong 

"the  sandman  passing  by  . . .") 
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One  turns  the  switch  on  the  bedside  lamp — "a  power 
failure?"  A  match  (the  matches  on  the  bedside  table),  one 
strikes  a  match  without  getting  even  a  tiny  spark.  One  could 
suppose  that  the  matches  are  damp.  One  sees  nothing. 


"Amaurosis"  (one  thinks  about  the  doctor's  remarks), 
"amaurosis  in  the  land  of  the  blind,  in  full-fledged  democracy! 
Here  one  moves  around  like  a  water-mark  in  a  space  without 
reflections;  and  mirrors  in  Braille  simply  don't  exist " 


One  resumes  where  one  left  off  in  this  imaginary  tactile 
route:  the  cathedral,  oblique  rectangle  (  -+  on  the  inside). 
(how  will  you  ever  get  out  of  it?).  One's  index  finger  slips  one 
five-hundredth  of  an  inch  to  the  left  Turning  to  the  right  (the 
name  of  Rue  auajo^  upside  down,  against  the  stream),  one 
walks  in  the  direction  of  the  market  (on  the  map  one  follows 
neither  the  backstreets  nor  the  passageways  between  the  street 
stalls  which,  furthermore,  aren't  marked).  One  cuts  through 
the  square  with  a  halting  index  finger.  One  hasn't  met 
anybody  on  the  way,  or  at  least  hasn't  paid  any  attention  to 
them.  One  enters  the  Chinese  quarter.  There,  one's  hand 
describes  a  kind  of  flight  of  the  bumblebee,  trying  to  evoke 
some  sort  of  hullabaloo. 
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The  pain  which  has  perhaps  The  damp  bump  in  that 
provoked  the  nightmare  keeps  place  on  the  map  corre- 
one  from  falling  back  asleep,  sponding  in  reality  to  a 
One  isn't  sure  anymore.  One's  hillock — the  topographic 
right  cheek  is  inflamed  with  bureau  that  drew  up  this 
an  abcess  that  slowly  ripens;  map  has  indicated  a  light 
one  brings  one's  hand  up  to  it.  relief  with  several  furrowed 
Estimating  the  weight  of  the  streaks — 
swelling, 

one  outlines  this  tumulus  very  carefully,  with  one's  fingertips. 
One  feels  it  timidly  while  the  pain  manifests  its  presence  in 
jolts.  It's  a  garden-variety  pain.  One  feels  it  coming  from  far 
away  from  very  far  away  "it  won't  make  it  it's  too  weak,"  and 
then  it  gathers  strength  little  by  little  surrounds  itself  with 
itself,  increases  by  successive  and  imperceptible  entries — 
subtle  rhythmic  canon  of  a  screaming  wave.  At  its  climax  (one 
holds  one's  breath  and  closes  one's  eyes,  one  savors!)  one 
wants  to  cry  out.  But  the  cry  is — deeply  embedded — screwed 
tight;  every  fiber  of  a  vague  cry  closes  in  closes  up,  tightly, 
until  nothing  remains  but  the  choked  desire  of  a  cry  strangled 
by  itself.  One  doesn't  move.  With  half-open  mouth,  one  now 
listens  to  the  pain  and  seizes  its  every  throb. 
One  follows  it  attentively,  almost  prudently. 
It  subsides  before  one  knows  enough  about  it 
Tenuous — pianissimo — now  a  drone  with  brief  equal  values. 
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Then  abrupt  climb  to  anjjf.  At  the  pain's  interior,  one  begins  a 
chromatic  movement  ascending  in  progressive  augmenta- 
tions, even  as  the  intensity  diminishes. 

At  a  borderline  frequency,  one  almost  holds  the  pain. . . 


acute   sharp   nervous  ...  it  breaks  . . . :  a  brief  caesura . . . 
and  resumes  in  an  anapestic  meter. 

Little  by  little  it  swells  in  a 
succession  of  "sforzandi,"  always  of  itself. 

One  catches  hold  of  it. 


(but  soon  it  unravels. 

Nothing  left — except,  in  its  place,  a  heaviness. . . .  One  topples 
over  alone.) 


Everything  is  all  right  One  is  tired,  believing  that  one  has  just 
come  out  of  a  bad  dream  (the  nightmare  continuing  elsewhere, 
which  one  finds  in  the  next  instance  of  sleep;  but  one  is  awake), 
and  the  pain  returns. 
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One  tries  a  few  puns  either 


to  coax  it  "pane  fall"  there  was 
no  one  or  else  to  make  it  change  course  "pay  in  full"  there 
was  no  exit,  stretch  out  the  arm,  Your  hand  will  apply  its 
energies  to  pushing — light  pressure  (will  you  feel  it?)  in  the 
flesh  of  your  fingertips,  the  pre-echo  of  a  sound  (stridulous 
cry  contained  in  the  very  matter  of  the  ancient  lights,  a 
"window  pain"  separating  you— from  whom?—),  perhaps  it 

WAS  ENOUGH  TO  STRETCH  OUT  THE  ARM: 


ON  THE  SEMI-CIRCULAR  NIGHTSTAND,  HANGING  OVER  A  PUPPET 
TOKONOMA,  NEAR  THE  BED,  AN IMHOF PENDULUM  (ARTHUR  IMHOF, 
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INC.,  MANUFACTURER  OF  TRAVEL  ALARMS,  CHAUX-DE-FONDS, 
SWITZERLAND— US.  PATENT— MADE  IN  JAPAN)  ONE-HALF  INCH  IN 
DIAMETER:  NO  SENSE  MEASURING  IT,  IT'S  ENGRA  VED  ON  THE  BASE. 

(universal  hour.)  One  is  the  sum  of  everything  according  to 

THE  READING  SPEED,  AT  THE  SAME  INSTANT  BUT  AT  DIFFERENT 
HOURS,  AT  THE  SAME  HOUR  BUT  NOT  AT  THE  SAME  MOMENT, 

events  take  place  that  one  doesn't  know  about  or  has 
forgotten. 

Thus  the  pains  that  one  has  known  have  been  carefully 
described  and  classified  in  a  dossier  in  order  to  preserve  them. 
One  sometimes  imagines  putting  them  on  computer  cards  in  a 
slot  machine:  one  has  only  to  push  a  button  and  the  pain  of 
one's  choice  returns,  but  this  time  nicely  wrapped:  minia- 
turized, scented,  portable  and  flattened. 


One  can  make  it  mean  anything.  One  experiences  it  even 
still;  one  feels,  but  not  in  the  same  way,  its  form  (its  profile  its 
course)  there  was  that  presence  of  she  who  was  already 
absent:  living  and  useless,  occupying  everything:  (will 
you  know?) 


You'll  stress  (a  shudder— Will  you  force  yourself  to?— a 
stifled  shudder  imitating)  the  rubbing  of  your  fingers  on  the 
window   to    engrave   a    face    that    contained — erased, 
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CANCELLED — ALL  FACES 


Oubliettes,  micro-oubliettes  that  I've  "dug" 
to  sendoffashitloadofreminiscences.  My  obses- 
sions my  fears  my  expectations  were  blazoned 
thus: 

"Sable  a  fesse  dancetty  argent, charged  in 
the  fess  point  with  a  labyrinth  ofthe  same." 
Motto:   "in  girum  imus  nocte." 


So  much  for  my  heralded  state  ofmind;  so  much 
for,  after  the  traditional  vigil — "pray  let  the  praying  knight 
pray" — and  the  dubbing  ceremony,  takes  himself  by  the  seat  of 
his  pants,  takes  his  stance!  lances  the  lance  from  his  fist — straight 
—the  escutcheon,  imagined  gadget,  the  escutcheon  hanging 
erectly  at  his  neck!  the  symbol  ofmy  great  squabbles 
Old  hobby(horse)  for  sempiternal  quests  in  the  mind,  my 
synthesized  wanderings  my  repressed  passions. 
— dramas  of  olden  days,  traumas  unfold  in  daze  in  a  super- 
imposition,   ON  A  NEGATIVE  PALIMPSEST  (SIMPLE  CHEMICAL 

reaction  in  the  neurons):  dry  mama  is  awed  in  plays  there 
was  once  and  for  all!  a  story  that  could  put  you  to  sleep 
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Chimeric  object,  portable  Luna-park.Dulcineain 
ajar.  Shrinking  in  my  thoughts, I  could  ooze  into 
its  toolings,  its  meanderings.  Strolling  around, 
atthe  riskofgettinglost,  I  looked  for  the  exit... 


I  rubbed  riffler,  galloped  on:  Charge  upon  the  vanishing 
point  sebup-snas-tnuc! 


I  regather'd  all  of  mine  will  unto  the  extreme  point  of  the 
"broadsword"  until  this  latter  was  shewn  to  be  stiff  and  stretch'd 
to  perfection;  then  commenc'd  the  match,  sparr'd  in  the  narrows: 

— In  knead!  cried  the  madwoman.  Furk  over  your  boys- 
ness. . . . 
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I  goofed  and  abufed  anuf 

freely,  a  pair  of  heart-shaped  bloomies  with  turned-up  facings 
of  the  same  difference,  the  globes  joining  in  a  pom-pom  and 
supported  by  two  nifty  gams. 

With  this  war-cry:  "Mountjoy  Saint  Prick!"  And  the  slogan: 
"Et  cunt  sum  amor  igni." 


Now,  save  for  her  crest  of  arms,  I  knew  the  wench  from  top  to 
bottom  .  .  .  (thus:  My  nibs  nibbling  nimbly,  in  it  up  to  my  nuts — 
knowing  that  the  thing  was  only  a  matter  of  watchamacall  or 
thingamajig). 

Noehctucsereh  her  escutcheon,  I  saw  red  and  bawled  out: 
" — Talley-ho!  To  the  stakes  and  counter-stakes. ...  To  the 
head— flanked — to  the  tail!"  (From  sinistre  to  dextre)  Cut  slice 
"Give  no  quarter!"  Sliced  head  (from  dextre  to  sinistre),  indeed, 
headed  slice  (according  to  whether  I  was  facing,  or  facing  he  who 
was  facing,  etc.  . . .) 


I  hoifted  to  wrench  the  great-log;  pushed  with  boot  and  leaned 
on  butt  with  such  force  that  I  thought  to  breaketh  mine  straps 
overstraps  saddle-bows  harnesses. 

Then  believed  to  pierce 
through  and  through  the  babe,  the  sack,  the  chopping  block,  the 
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night-table,  the  bozo  next  door  and  his  whiny  Frog  bitch,  the  floor 
every  flight  down  .  .  .  and  up;  it  collapsed  the  ceiling,  the  roof,  and 
plunged  at  breakneck  speed — propelled  by  centuries  of  survival 
instinct,  dying  for  it — toward  interstellar  space,  infinite,  eternally 
silent,  etc. . .  . 

And — regressus  ad  originem  to  coincide  with  the  cosmogeny— 
it  traveled  back  through  the  course  of  time,  "against  the  grain," 
back  to  the  pithecanthrope  who  came  to  it  with  spasms  of 
laughter,  creating  an  embryo  of  savage  language  (a  comple- 
mentary bellowing  of  pre-established  harmony,  that  of  the 
spheres  that,  through  the  chick,  I  progressively  tried  to  rip  from 
the  chaos  constituted  by  the  "universal  background  noise"). 


The  hard-fought  battle:  "nodi  di  fier  nemico  e  non  d'amante," 
which  contained  all  combats  in  the  thick  of  it,  a  puff  pastry  (stage 
right  the  Numidian  horsemen,  stage  left  the  Black  Prince  and  his 
archers,  in  the  prosceneum  the  string  quartet;  the  artillery  behind 
with  the  Stuttgart  percussion  ensemble.  Facing  them,  the  choir  of 
Amazons,  the  red  army's  bazookas,  two  kamikazes,  pianos  at  the 
ready,  and  Nanny  (soprano)  as  soloist. 

At  the  center,  my  Tool  [E  =  mc2  =  (lg)  x  (3.1010  cm/s)2  =  9  x 
1020  ergs],  at  whose  tip  I  won  all  these  battles. 

Nelson  holds  his  shield  glasses  and  takes  a  squint:  "Keep  your 
eyes  open,  boy!  Signalling  flag!  Hop!" 
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Cardinal  Richelieu  raises  his  marshall's 
baton  to  bless  the  armies  "A  measure  for  nothing  ...  the  father, 
the  son,  three,  four! — Pacem  in  terris — God  damn  them!  cries 
General  Custer,  charge!  with  drawn  swords!") 

With  finger  and  cod-piece,  I  conducted  these  pantings  in 
rhythmic  figures  which  became  tighter  and  tighter  (in  an 
arithmetic  progression)  and,  by  degrees  (in  the  same  progression 
inverted),  I  forced  a  slow  chromatic  ascent,  in  a  gradual  increase 
(on  each  level  a  luctual  inflection)  up  to — 

D-sharp — a  break, 
sudden,  suffocated  tension— counter-E  preceded  by  a  "porta- 
mento" followed  by  a  crotchet  rest;  a  piano  slide  a  "trick  of  the 
throat"  detonates  a  fall:  fifth  descending  in  two  jumps  by  shifting 
with  the  fourth  and  with  the  second,  " — Feinte  of  straight  thrust 
— -  straight  thrust!" 


— "Spadassassin! Ah! . . .  s'apre  il  del." 

Then  D— 
E — (just  when  I  should  lead  with  a  C-sharp,  I  throw  an  F-sharp  in 
her  face  . . .)  and  I  bang  a  chord  of  D-major. 


I  was  sure  that  I  was  the  very  meaning  of  this  suspended  wail 
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in  the 
high-perched  silence  that  followed,  silence  that  detached  itself 
from  the  ensemble  of  surrounding  sounds. 


I  listened  to  her  get  her  breath  back:  the  inhalations, 
imperceptible,  were  only  short  pauses;  the  exhalations — at 
increasing  intervals,  in  an  oblique  motion  with  respect  to  them- 
selves— dropped  hollow  into  the  voids  of  the  preceding  vocal 
ascent,  of  which  several  bursts  ("backward"  moan)  chafed  a 
breath 

which  now  disappeared,  rejoined  itself  on  a  rest,  effaced 
everything . . . 


and  erased  the  rest!  for  I  was  also  leaving  myself,  even  as  I  was 
trying  my  hardest  to  regain  my  wits. 


I  was  "down  the  drain,"  completely  washed  out.  Among  all  the 
accumulated  acts  of  my  life,  I  looked  for  one  that  I  could  really 
live  by.  And  I  wondered  if  this  present  event  actually  belonged  to 
me.  It  fermented  under  the  lid;  but  I  had  serious  fade-outs  in  the 
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dome!  Where  had  I  gotten?  I  certainly  identified  with  someone.  I 
was  elsewhere;  in  a  murder 


at  the  center 
on  either  side 

of  me.  (       so  timid  that  I  didn't  know  where  to  take  him,  in  order 
to  kill  him.) 


I  had  managed  to  grab  his  throat — closing  my  eyes,  trying  to 
think  of  something  else.  I  was  instead  strangling  everyone  I'd  ever 
wanted  to  strangle.  I  yelled,  but  with  my  mouth  closed  to  stifle  his 
death-rattle.  Thus  I  let  out  a  raucous  alarm  that  spiraled  up 
through  my  body  and  crashed  against  the  inner  lining  of  my 
skull.... 


I'd  break  that  bastard's  neck!  (The  Japanese  doctor?  Or  his 
"girl  friend"  the  transvestite,  delegated  to  my  bedside  to  take 
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care  of  me,  watch  over  me?)  Coming  from  my  clenched  hands 
(" — .  .  .  nursing  voca-  around  his  throat,  a  long  shiver  ran 
tion . . ."  his  not  very  through  me,  invaded  me.  I  became 
smooth  contralto  voice  this  beat  that  simultaneously  spread 
grated,  even  pierced:  a  and  localized  (blade  of  "pain  that 
cold  flame  that  was  sharp,"  a  bit  hard  to  stand) 


— took  refuge  and  finally  settled  in  the  nape  of  my  neck  (strident 
trill  diffused  throughout  my  head,  hardening  it 

— frozen  block  of 
arthritis),  anesthetized  me. 


(" — . . .  I  was  a  war-godmother  ...  a  son  in  the  war  . . .  another 
war  .  . .  always  war  in  one's  lifetime  ..." 

his/her  shattered  laugh 
whose  splinters  seemed  to  chase  after  each  other  and  fit  together 
badly  in  the  end 
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— I  wrote  asking  him  to  send  me 


love  letters' 


his  long,  fine  hair:  blond  hair  "...  of  course  it's 
mine,  it's  not  a  wig!  .  .  .  what  was  I  saying?  Oh  yes!  I  wrote  him  to 
send  me  love  letters  so  I  could  have  them  examined  by  a 
graphologist.  ..." 


another  laugh  (I  couldn't 
bring  myself  to  believe  that  this  soft  skin 
belonged  to  a  man)— I  caressed  his  beard- 
less cheeks. 

I  had  surreptitiously  moved 
my  hands  onto  the  lower  maxillary  on  the 
condyles  of  the  jaw. 


(". .  .yes, yes! . . . 
I  dress  like  a 
woman  because 
men's  clothing 
makes  me  look 
like    a   queen!") 
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At  this  point  I  was  at  one  with  this  mixture  of  cracklings — of 
knuckles,  metacarpals — crushings — of  bone,  cartilage,  muscles 
and  of  the  strangled  cry  that  I  riveted  to  this  neck. 

I  squeezed  "dead"  hard  so  that  my  uproar  wouldn't  be  heard. 
Nonetheless  I  was  yelling  so  loudly  that  I  was  sure  to  wake  up 
somewhere,  for  all  this  rude  bellowing  and  fighting  had  to  be 
happening  in  my  dream,  even  though  I  wasn't  sleeping. 

— Cris  de  feu! .  . .  Ah!  Ah! .  . .  cris  de  feu!  (The  nasal  voice 
(throaty  accent)  of  the  French  girl  who  lives  next  door  pulls  me 
out  of  my  stupor.) 

It  was  then  that  I  noticed,  apparently  at  the  surface  of  my 
thoughts  for  a  while,  the  theme  from  Death  in  Venice  (Ping- 
Pong-Ping-Pong)  (B-A  flat-B-G  sharp),  so  named  in  homage  to 
Isolde's  father,  who  used  to  have  it  whispered  into  his  ear-horn 
(ad-libidinem),  on  a  seventh  chord  and  diminished  fifth.  At  the 
end  of  this  main  theme  was  suspended  a  "crotchet"  which  was  by 
the  maestro  so  beautifully  rendered,  at  the  Palais  Vendramin,  as 
goeth  the  dictum.  . . . 


I  noted  that  the  signal  registered  at  two  fixed,  alternate  points, 
perfectly  tied,  within,  without  a  horizontal  "suspended  note": 
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the  roar  of  an  engine  (forming  a  ductile  pedal-note  being 
developed — depending  on  the  clutch  action — in  the  thick  of  a 
major  second). 


I  felt  it  from  left  to  right,  knowing  all  the  same  that  the  firetruck 
was  passing  me  (going  down  Boulevard  Saint-Michel)  from  right 
to  left;  I  mentally  strained  to  re-establish  its  true  direction,  but  the 
best  I  could  obtain  was  a  superimposition  of  two  contrary  move- 
ments irresistibly  pulled  toward  the  right; 

at  the  same  time  the 
whole  thing,  pulling  away  from  itself,  formed  a  precious  object  in 
microstructure:  contracted  and  solidified  aircraft  of  agglomerated 
echoes,  which  flew  over  the  night  and  into  the  distance 

at  the  moment 
of  the  closest  passage,  in  a  flash,  of  the  car  whose  clamor  ripped 
itself  from  my  carcass,  dug  down  into  me  and  carried  me  toward 
its  endA  door  slammed!  cutting  this  racket  dead:  brutal  explosion 
followed  by  scattering  . . . 

the  F-sharp  at  the  octave  of  a  great  bell 
emerged,  shrill;  distant  alarm  in  a  fog  of  pulverized  noises  .  .  . 
then 

the  moans  of  the  next-door  neighbor 
in  mid-coitus,  more  like  the  cries  of  an  exasperated  little  girl, 
while  her  dude  pants,  rising  to  the  task,  and  sinks  into 

an  exploded  jumble  of 
car  horns  which  suddenly  filled  my  attic  my  head:  a  sonorous, 
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vertical  block  of  concrete  ("cluster"  occupying  the  space  of  a 
tritone  in  the  middle  register)  which  expanded  in  time — a  fresco 
ever  presenting  the  same  image  shifted  onto  the  same  image.  One 
or  two  insistent  notes  lit  up,  faded  out,  intertwined,  became 
undone,  only  to  be  submerged  in  the  "tutti"  of  this  oppressive 
chorus  of  robots. 

Volleys  of  reverberating  bells  massaged  me 
and  braided  themselves  into  harmonic  expansion,  overlapped, 
telescoped. 


I  caught  a  certain  timbre,  struck  at  two  diametrically-opposed 
points,  on  a  certain  height,  which  sent  me  from  resonance  to 
resonance,  to  another  level  where  I  snatched,  in  flight,  several 
axes  of  suspension  at  the  same  time — pendulum  with  diverse 
amplitudes. 


Suddenly  I  was  immobilized  in  the  depth  of  a  curve  in  the 
"hum"  (harmonic  at  the  lower  octave)  of  a  deeper  drone, 

nailed  fast 
by  a  sharp  and  persistent  horn  which  cut  through  this  orchestral 
mass. 

Then  I  felt  the  bustling  edifice 
crumble  around  me. 

I  separated  the  sounds.  I  dispersed  them  with  great  effort: 

Now  I 
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tried  to  make  them  into  a  great  temporal  toy — traced  landscape  of 
a  nocturnal  city  in  the  void 

(be  able  to  circulate  between  the 
stations,  notes  fixed  at  different  intervals,  whose  distances  from 
one  another  were  familiar  to  me) 


and  one  comes  back  to  (the  map)  one's  route  with  the  pain  that 
one  desperately  transports  elsewhere:  (Quai  du  Commerce 
from  left  to  right)  so  long  as  it  cannot  be  stood,  one  cannot 
leave  it  in  place:  one  wants  to  lose  it  (one  turns  onto  Rue  de 
la  Poste)  in  the  winding  of  the  streets:  one  tries — by  what 
system  of  neural  or  vascular  transmission? — to  lead  it  up  to 
the  index  finger's  ungual  phalanx:  there  to  try  to  settle  it 
and — 

one  tries  to  erase  it  by  rubbing  it  onto  the  map  . . . 


I  patiently  sculpted  a  musical  totem  that  I  stretched  in  space  to 
the  point  of  rendering  it  transparent. 


. . .  one  doubtlessly  experiences  a  masking  effect  for 

because  of 
this  pain  one  forgets  what  one  is  always  ready  to  endure  a 
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thousand  tortures  for:  one  isn't  even  touched  by  another  pain 
that  passes  buried  under  a  pile  of  meat  (who?)  with  which  one 
has  perhaps  just  crossed  paths  at  the  very  moment  that  (one 
turns  left  onto  Rue  de  Rivoli . . .) 


one  notices,  first  smoothed  over,  then  more  clearly — almost 
sharper  than  one  imagines  it,  erasing  the  silence — this  fricative 
noise 

which,  one  feels,  (re)calls  others  (always  the  same 
ones?)  provokes  them  (but  impossible  to  grab  hold  of  them) 
creates  them  (in  the  same  order,  repeated) — triggers  them, 
unequally  divided,  disseminated — separated  by  series  of 
irregular  silences—  which  seem  bo  und  together  by  a  secret 

MECHANISM  IN  THE  POSITION  OF  THE  ARM  ON  THE  FACE  OF  THE 

imhof  clock,  on  this  ground-bass:  systole-diastole,  systole- 
diastole.  . . . 
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EACH  ONE  THE  LAST  TO  BE  FIRST  AND  VICE  VERSA:  One  more  beat, 

one  less . . . ,  the  tick-tock  (metronomic  series,  essentially 
regular  but  uneven)  rebounds  off  the  pain  at  different  heights. 
One  feels  these  minuscule  darts  coming  from  the  alarm  clock 
(just  in  front  of  the  lamp)  on  the  night  table  and  going  out  to 
reverberate  in  showers  of  sparks,  to  bounce  back  on  the  pain's 
twinges  with  the  two  in  perfect  unison,  an  integrated  set 
(transforming  it  into  regular  pricks:  the  tick-tock) — the  pain 
and  the  tick-tock  mixed  into  the  tick-tock  or  the  painful  pricks 
alone.  One  amplifies  it  (in  one's  head,  an  echo  chamber),  one 
multiplies  it  by  accelerated  and  unruly  prickings  (micro- 
rhythmic  elements  with  very  rapid  evolution;  chain  explo- 
sions) which, 

scratched  out  by  the  noise  that  the  fingernail 
makes  on  the  map — 

thin  out  in  progressive  itchings  until  they 
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disappear,    return    into    the    clock ...  silence,  seemingly 

IMMOBILE,  THE  TWO  COINCIDING  CLOCKHANDS  POINT  STRAIGHT 
UP  IN  THE  DIRECTION  OF  A  SHELF  10  INCHES  ABOVE  THE  LITTLE 
TOKONOMA.  ON  THE  SHELF  IS  A  GREEN  CERAMIC  TRAY,  SQUARE 
WITH  RAISED  EDGES,  ARRANGED  LIKE  A  JAPANESE  SAND  GARDEN 
WHOSE  PATHS  AND  IMAGINARY  CHANNELS-ROADS  AND  '•WATER- 
MARK" STREAMLETS,  SUGGESTED  BY  SEVERAL  "TORII,"  SOME 
ROCKS  AND  BRIDGES  PLACED  AT  A  HYPOTHETICAL  CROSSROAD 
(PRECISE  AND  CONTRADICTOR  Y  PLA  CES)—INE  VITABL  Y  LEAD 

TO  A 
TEMPLE  SURROUNDED  BY  FLOWERING  TREES,  BEFORE  WHICH 
STANDS  A  SHRINE  WHERE  LIES,  EFFIGY  IN  A  GOLD  KIMONO,  A 
SLEEPING  BEAUTY  MORE  OLD  THAN  DEAD— TO  CULTIVATE  IN  THE 
GARDEN  OF  STIFFS. 


BAZAAR  AT  HIGH  MOON— SENTIMENTAL  FLEA  MARKET.  THERE  IT 
WAS  POSSIBLE  TO  FIND  USED  LOSSES,  HAZARDS  OF  GOOD  LUCK: 

DIDO  ON  SALE,  SALOME  MARKED  OFF, 
OPHELIA  HALF-PRICE,  ISIS  FOR  PETTY  CASH,  SHEHERAZADE- 
TALE-SPINNER  FOR  AN  AWAKENED  SLEEPER. 


IN  THE  MIDST  OF  THE  BUSTLE,  IT  WAS  POSSIBLE  TO  RETRIEVE  A 
GLOVE  PERFUMED  WITH  STALE  VIOLETS  A  LOCK  OF  HAIR  THAT 
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SMELLED  OF  MOTHBALLS  A  VOICE  ON  MAGNETIC  TAPE. . .  . 


BITS  AND  PIECES  FROM  WHICH  IT  WAS  NECESSARY  TO  EXTRACT 
THE  UNMATCHED  REMAINS  OF  AFFAIRS,  FRAGMENTS  OF  ALL 
SORTS  OF  THINGS:  IT  MUST  HAVE  BEEN  POSSIBLE  TO  RECON- 
STRUCT, LITTLE  BY  LITTLE,  THIS  PUZZLE-WOMAN  MADE  OF  PIECES 

and  bits.  (One  no  longer  feels  it,  but  one  senses  it  implicitly:) 
suffering  and  (in  the  thick  texture  of  the  map)  invisible  (on  the 
surface)  nothing — where  I  sat  down. 

And,  to  help  me  doze  off,  I 
comforted  myself  by  thinking  of  a  means  of  suicide. 


Could  I  then,  aloud,  "bestow  the  name  of  the  night"  to  some 
everyday  heir? 


He  came  to  see  me:  "Honorable  friend  is  ill?  stalked  by  death? 
Modest  doctor  must  soon  return  to  Tokyo;  he  would  like  to  bring 
with  him  honorable  friend  if  latter  consented  to  follow  and  also 
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to  give  up  his  body,  his  tattooed  skin. . . . "  He  read  me  some 
newspaper  clippings  about  himself: 


. . .  he  is  the  world's  foremost  expert  in  the  field  of 
tattoos.  He  buys  the  skin  off  of  needy  workers;  when 
they  die  he  has  it  removed,  tanned,  put  on  a  paper 
backing  and  mounted  on  a  wooden  frame.  His  dress- 
ing room  is  wallpapered  with  skins — mostly  of 
gangsters — that  he  examines  minutely.  He  knows 
how  to  judge  the  quality  of  perspective  effects  and  the 
clarity  of  fine  details  that  separate  into  yellows, 
greens  and  vermillions,  on  a  grey-blue  background. 


"Humble  doctor  could  pay  very  handsomely  for  tattoo  and  also 
assure  an  end  of  existence  that  is  peaceful,  very  calm,  free  of 
material  worries  for  honorable  friend, 


. . .  he  has  founded  a  club  in  Tokyo  whose  members 
meet  at  regular  intervals  in  a  bath  house,  for  the 
colors  become  more  vivid  after  immersion  in  boiling 
water.  The  traditional  bath  of  Yeddoko,  at  120°, 
gives  the  tattoos  an  incomparable  splendor. 


if  he  would  agree  to  come. 
Thus,  after  his  death,  honorable  patient  will  be  immortalized  by 
virtue  of  tattoo  in  miserable  doctor's  museum,  hung  beside  very 
rare  skins;  for  example  one  that  belonged  to  splendid  bald 
Scandinavian,  whose  back,  from  head  to  foot,  represents 
admirable  naked  Negress— frontal  view. " 
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I  also  wanted  something  warm:  a  dish  of  meat,  or  a  girl.1 


1.  "Joyeux  Noel,  cheri!" 
coming  from  the  room  next  door;  then  I  mentally  noted: 

-  clink  of  a  bottle  against  a  glass 

-  clicks  of  a  cigarette  lighter 

-  quick,  padded  steps;  the  floor  creaks 

-  a  door  o 

(pens — in  the  corridor,  gust  of  presence  and: 

-  the  clacking  of  clogs 

-  a  cough 

-  knocks  in  the  pipes  when  the  spout  of  the  sink  on  the  landing  is  opened,  brutal  shakes  . . .  , 
the  liquid  spurts  out 

-  "...  Brr  . . .  Frr  . .  .  AHAhaaaa  ..."  the  broad's  interjections:  inarticulate  language 
under  freezing  water,  painful  sobs?  absurd  ejulation 

-  a  door  slams 

-  spasmodic  eructations  from  the  sink  as  it  drains). 

From  the  room,  once  more 

-  the  groan  of  suddenly  compressed  bedsprings 

-  something  falls  and  breaks — saucer?  ashtray? 


all  of  this  lost  to  chance  now, 
disordered,  finally  "shunted" 
(I  lowered  the  volume  grad- 
ually) to  lead — the  night 
before?  tomorrow? — back  to 
me,  isolate  what  I  believed  to 
be  particularly  destined  for 
me:     the     exclamations     of 


in  any  order  and,  thread- 
ing in  and  out,  a  man's  voice, 
low,  the  words  indistinct; 
dipthongs  and  vowels 
spreading  out  in  all 
directions  (unseizable).  Con- 
fused series  punctuated  by 
the  French  girl  (her  wino  voice),  in  the  rapscallion  mode: 
"Mon  grand  matou!  .  . .  HAIAoh!  ..." 
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"Doctor  mil  introduce  sick  friend — and  let  him  feel  if  latter  so 
desires — this  marvelous  living  curiosity,  recent  acquisition 
which  is  already  en  route  to  Japan. " 


I  trembled  a  bit:  the  bitch  had  taken  my  left  hand  and  was 
leading  it  over  her  body. 
I  answered  her  stupid  questions 

: . . .  why  did  I  wear  dark  glasses?  (dark?  I'd  never  thought  of 
that!)  So  that  others  could  see  that  I  couldn't  see. 
. . .  how  did  I  judge  a  woman's  beauty?  ...  my  sense  of  touch,  not 
yet  perfected;  I'd  forgotten  that  I  was  a  novice  not  only  as  a  blind 
man  . .  .  but  also  . . . 

I  wasn't  quite  sure  what  I  was  touching  . . .  where  I  was.  That 
made  her  laugh.  I  played  at  guessing. .  . :  a  thick  elastic  cloth; 
another  one,  rough.  Sometimes,  but  very  quickly,  something  half- 
way between  fabric  and  skin,  scratchy-soft,  metallically  light — 
but  warm  even  so.  .  .  One  follows  an  itinerary  outlining  the 
name  impossible  to  trace? .  .  . 

The  password? 


(To  believe  her,  I  could  make  her  come  back 
if  I  discovered  the  design  of  these  directed  feel-ups.) 
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I  was  alone  for  the  moment  and  I  looked  for  this  (immemorial) 
name,  which,  as  soon  as  it  was  expressed  (once  only)  faded, 
erased  itself;  a  name  lost  forever  in  the  night  of  time,  behind 
which  you  will  be  able  to  pass  unnoticed;  a  true  name  for 
amnesiacs,  resulting  from  the  fatigue  that  you  will  feel  from 
pronouncing  it  (and  no  one  to  prompt  you). 

You'll  murmur  (one  or  two  syllables?),  but  so  low  that 
nothing  of  your  own  words  will  reach  you — or  else,  as  soon  as 
they're  spoken,   will  you  already  have  forgotten  them?  I 

considered  writing  this  word,  which  henceforth  took  the  place  of 
my  mistress,  on  a  large  piece  of  paper — wrapping  paper,  for 
example — that  I  would  then  place  beside  me  in  bed. 

Fragile  palindrome  (prick  a  small  hole  in  it  at  the  tip  of  the  V!) 
that  I  would  caress  from  bottom  to  top 

(my  hand  measuring  the 
heat  that  emanated  from  its  curves) 

,  from  top  to  bottom; 
. . .  "von  hinten  wie  von  vorne." 


the  doctor  would  ha  ve  been  grieved  to  lose  such  apiece  of  art: 
-Legendary  dragon,  is  it  not?  stretching  from  head  to  foot  on 
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back  of  honorable  patient.  Made  by  great  artist.  . .  .  Perfect 
form.  "  schema  of  an  ideal  non-retraceable  course  (one  loop — 
four  curves — one  loop),  that  one  resumes  in  the  opposite 
direction 

(:  East «—  West  on  the  upside-down  map,  North  on  the  bottom 
— thus  one  imagines  going  in  the  opposite  direction  even  as 
one  returns  in  one's  thoughts  by  the  same  recurrent  route) 


— one  might,  while  passing  in  front  of  a  mailbox,  slip  in  the 
computer  card  with  the  pain  of  one's  choice;  one  sends  it  else- 
where: exotic  memory  that  one  tries  to  get  rid  of  —  there 

WERE  OTHERS  TO  REPLACE  HER.  EVEN  SO,  THIS  BODY  READ  A 
THOUSAND  TIMES,  OR  A  THOUSAND  AND  ONE  TIMES,  SOMEHOW 
WASN'T  THE  SAME.  IT  WAS  NECESSARY  TO  RETURN 

while  all  the  time  continuing  to  go  toward  the  place  where  one 
lives,  where  one  is  where  one  can  be.  Here,  at  this  crossroad 
marked  by  a  red  cross. 


One  thinks  of  the  house  as  it  appears  when  one  goes  out  into 
the  alley:  a  one-story  hovel  made  of  worm-eaten  planks, 
sporadically  covered  over  with  splotches  of  tar.  First  one 
notices  the  terrace,  projecting  from  the  facade  and  supported 
by  T-shaped  posts;  a  small  staircase  (two  or  three  steps?) 
permits  access.  When  one  is  on  the  terrace,  one  can  push  the 
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half-open  door;  a  wooden  ladder  leads  straight  up  from  the 
entry  to  a  narrow  landing. 


On  the  right  is  a  door. 

One  has  imagined  it  as  the  cover  of  a  book.  Still,  nothing  has 
been  written  on  it:  neither  the  title  nor  the  author's  name! 

The  ornate  frameplate  of  the  doorlock  is  decorated  in  imita- 
tion of  the  clasp  on  a  book  of  hymns. 


I  had  taken  a  volume  from  the  nightstand 

(•       ••     •  „      ••     ••     •.      •.      .  •     •• 


•  '•.*..      .  •  — published  by 

the  Institute  for  Blind  Youth).  One  opens  it.  I  waited  (for  the 
doctor  or  the  girl  next  door).  I  was  afraid.  (One  is  certain  of 
neither  dreams  nor  reality  when  one  is  alone)  I  feverishly 
leafed  through  that  large  book.  I  passed  my  moist  palms  over  the 
pages,  I  felt  the  vibration  of  the  characters  in  relief,  the  "salient 
points,"  little  dominoes  for  a  game  with  neither  sense  nor  use: 
what  I  was  reading:  "...  the  room  is  oblong,  some  thirty  feet  in 
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length  and  twenty-five  in  breadth ..."  ...  "One  mirror — and 
this  is  not  a  very  large  one — is  visible.  In  shape  it  is  nearly 
circular — and  it  is  hung  so  that  a  reflection  of  the  person  can  be 

obtained  from  it " 

One  presses  the 
light  switch: 
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It's  automatic,  so  it  doesn't  work. 

One  has  a  lighter  (one  flicks  one  flicks  but  it  doesn't  catch — to 

hell  with  it!) 

One  is  still  in  the  dark. 

One  knows  one  is  lying  on  the  bed  that  one  slowly  approaches. 

One  rejoins  oneself. 

One  brings  everything  back  to  oneself;  becoming  embodied  in 

one's  own  body,  one  closes  in  on  oneself. 

I  was  very  close  to  my  carcass,  unable  to  put  myself  back 
together.  My  reading — stamp  of  writing — splintered,  I  pored 
tirelessly  over  the  sentences,  to  the  lines  of  a  face  that  it 

SHOULD  HAVE  BEEN  POSSIBLE  TO  DAMAGE  WITH  A  WORN-OUT 
LOOK. 


While  one  enters  one's  skin,  one  fades  out  far  away  from 
oneself.  One  moves  on,  taking  the  direction  of  the  Chinese 
quarter.  You  will  lose  sight  of  yourself .  .  .  One  disappears 
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behind  a  building  at  a  bend  in  one  street  to  reappear  in  the 
entry  of  the  alleyway  perpendicular  to  the  avenue  next  to  the 
market,  from  where  one  Anally  sees  the  "Bazaar." 
One  thinks  of  the  house  that  serves  as  bazaar,  "a  hovel  made  of 
worm-eaten  planks,  sporadically  covered  over  with  splotches 
of  tar." 


One  is  attracted  by  this  boutique;  there  one  finds  all  that  one 
desires — that  one  doesn't  have  (that  one  has  had?) — a  mass- 
produced  pen  that  one  throws  out  after  use,  a  lighter  that  one 
replaces  with  another  that  looks  exactly  the  same 


Permanent  but  unsuspected  momento  mori,  this  lost  object 
(which  one  doesn't  remember)  always  replaced  by  another, 
identical,  similar  to  thousands  of  others,  and  not  the  same. 


One  can  also  have  girls.  One  finds  them  dirt  cheap:  real  and 
false.  "For  example,  in  this  store  we  sell  a  gadget,  a  Japanese 
toy  for  men:  a  woman  made  of  bendable  plastic,  folded  into  a 
box  no  larger  than  a  pack  of  cigarettes.  (Pocket  woman.)" 
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When  unfolded,  she  measures  5  feet.  One  blows  her  up.  One 
then  has  a  woman  that  one  can  use  for  quite  some  time,  so  long 
as  she  is  well  taken  care  of.  (". . .  after  use  the  pocket  woman 
should  be  thoroughly  cleansed  in  water,  using  a  mild  soap, 
rinsed,  and  carefully  dried.  The  pocket  woman  should  be 
dusted  with  talcum  powder  and  kept  in  its  container.  The 
pocket  woman  should  never  be  boiled/9)  So  one  uses  her 
several  times,  and  then  one  fucks  her  over. 


"One  has  every  famous  woman  in  creation  reduced  to  the 
same  size.  Their  names  have  not  been  mentioned  on  the 
wrapping,  to  maintain  the  element  of  surprise." 


Up  to  now,  one  has  only  been  able  to  get  one  of  them,  which 
one  keeps  ready  and  waiting  on  the  sofa.  One  has  dressed  her 
in  a  red  pareo  with  gold  lining.  One  closes  one's  eyes  to  think 
of  her.  One  often  contemplates  her  like  this,  certain  signs  of 

ALTERATION  WERE  INSCRIBED  THERE,  ACCELERATING  THE  WORK 
OF  TIME.  THERE  WERE  STIGMATA  THAT  IT  WAS  NECESSARY  TO 
AGGRAVATE  IN  ORDER  TO  BE  DETACHED  FROM  HER,  SHE  WHO, 
STILL  MORE  DEAD  THAN  OLD.  .  .  . 


I  feared  the  arrival  of  the  medico  (his  verdict?)  who  would 
come  to  take  possession  of  me. 
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At  his  request,  I  had 


THIR  TY  YEARS  OF  CRAFT  AND  PA  TIENCE 
AN  UNPARALLELED  COLLECTION 


. . .  If  in  the  street  or  on  the  beach  he  comes  across  a 
tattoo  that's  not  yet  dead,  he  follows  it,  calculating 
his  chances  of  becoming  its  owner 

prepared  a  last  will  and  testament:  there 

WERE  STORIES  TO  TELL  HER  NIGHT  AFTER  NIGHT:  HER  LIFE, 
INVENTORIES  AND  INVENTIONS  .  .  .  ALL  THOSE  WHO  HAD  LOOKED 
AT  HER. 


THERE  WERE  ALSO  SOME  LETTERS 

:  "MY  love,  I  always  wrote  the 
same  thing,  (will  you  realize  it?) 


You  *ll  be  back  in  your  bed.  Your  right  hand  will  now  continue 
drawing  in  the  void  (will  you  look  for  a  path  in  space  across 
the  arabesques  of  this  nocturnal  chironomy?) 


One  arranges  the  contours  of  the  plastic  woman  stretched  out 
on  the  sofa.  One  comes  back  to  her  several  times  and,  un- 
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noticeably,  this  "neume"  is  transformed  into  the  beat  of  a 
chant 

("Ahue,  ahue,  a  vahine  Tahiti 

Arane  tane  antie ") 

that  comes  in  gusts,  between  which  insects9  chirpings  are 
interposed — miniverse  of  the  "naonaos,"  agitated,  distant. 
One  finds  these  little  beasts9  frantic  dance  incomprehensible, 
a  dance  deduced  from  a  noise  that  one  perceives;  a  dance  that 
one  says  is  a  language  and  which,  to  believe  certain  experts, 
is — just  as  a  reproduction  of  the  Moari  feasts  on  the  banks  of 
the  lagoon  which  send  the  Papeetian  night  to  the  dogs — a 
reduced  representation  of  the  isle's  different  circuits  and 
recalls 

OFF  TO  THE  SIDE,  BUT  IMMOBILE,  TO  THE  LEFT  OF  THE 
JAPANESE  GARDEN,  THIS  MODEL  OF  AN  EARTHQUAKE  IN  (APPAR- 
ENTLY) TANGLED  COPPER  WIRE— PLACED  ON  A  SHORT  VERTICAL 
SHAFT  WHICH,  STARTING  AT  THE  CENTER  OFGRA  VITY,  ENDS  UP  AT  A 
SMALL  BLACK  PEDESTAL  IN  A  TRUNCATED  CONE  WHOSE  BASE 
RESTS  ON  A  DISCOID AL,  SLIGHTLY  CONCAVE  PLATE.  THE  WHOLE 
THING  IS  TWO  INCHES  HIGH,  AND  THE  "RUMPLE"  ITSELF,  FOUR 
INCHES  FROM  ONE  END  TO  THE  OTHER.  ON  THE  PLATE,  A  KIND  OF 
SAUCER,  IS  A  LABEL: 

TRAJECTOR  Y  OF  AN  EARTHQUAKE  OBSER  VED 
IN  TOKYO  A  T  MIDNIGHT  ON... 


THE  RAMBLING  OF  THE  COPPER  WIRE  TRACES  THE  (AMPLIFIED) 
MOVEMENT  OF  A  POINT  ON  THE  GROUND  DURING  THE  SEISM.  THE 
WIRE  IS  BENT  BACK  ONTO  ITSELF  A  CONSIDERABLE  NUMBER  OF 
TIMES:  THE  NUMBERED  REFERENCE  POINTS  (FROM  1  TO  1)  MARK 
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OUT  THE  UNDULATING  WAVE'S  PROGRESS,  FOLLOWING  THE  UN- 

ra  velling  OF  the  phenomenon;  but  nothing  moved  on  the  book 
in  Braille  where,  wandering  aimlessly  over  the  embossed  signs,  I 
mechanically  scratched  with  the  tip  of  my  fingernail,  cecogram 
for  an  evaporated  text:  ("item:  my  body  after  my  death  to  the 
Japanese  doctor")  He  promised  money: — . . .  "he  will  give  it  to 
honorable  sick  one  in  installments:  one  third  upon  signature  of 

contract, 

and  last  third  upon  delivery,  that  is  upon  decease — money 
useful  for  funeral  services. " 


I  was  only  alive  (could  I  forget  it?)  because  my  body  no  longer 
belonged  to  me — the  skin  that  I  supposedly  wanted  to  save. 

"Doctor  will  have  all  his  time  to  examine  details  thoroughly, 
isolating  one  after  other.  He  will  walk  about — he  will  travel 
through  the  turns,  the  windings  the  movements  of  daylight  on 
these  colors — when  he  owns  this  masterpiece.  This  is  why,  while 
wishing  honorable  friend's  death,  he  can  still  provide  him  with 
miserable  pension — the  second  third — until  the  end. . . . 


"Dear  sick  one  must  have  confidence;  doctor  is  rich,  very.  His 
fortune  is  far  away  (sent  to  the  devil,  obviously),  out  of  reach. 
But  doctor  will  let  portion  of  it  be  seen  . . .  against  a  security,  of 
course . . .  legacy  of  sick  friend. ..." 


50 


He  could  not  offer  more.  There  were  costs:  skinning,  tanning, 
preparation,  stretching  and  mounting  of  the  skin  on  a  wood 
panel.  . . .  " — He  is  old  hand  at  this. . . .  Delicate,  burdensome 
work. . .  .  Not  counting  costs  necessitated  by  treatments  to 
preserve  beautiful  tattoo .  .  .  nor  does  he  charge  for  all  of  this — 
he  gives  out  as  free  bonus — courtesies. " 


I  was  thinking  of  a  conclusion,  the  bottom  line:  a  fare-thee- 
well?  the  traditional  "Mehr  Licht!"  If  I  could  find  the  exact 
"famous  last  word" — the  precise  term? — 
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WHAT  IF  THERE  REMAINED  ONLY  ONE  MORE  MOMENT  TO  LIVE?' 

then  I'd  use  it  to  sleep — not  without  having  signed  first 


I  was  very  concerned  about  the  bearing  I  should  give  the 
signature  on  the  testament,  a  camouflage  complex  enough  to 
materialize  the  movements  of  thought,  "an  active  line  with  all 
possible  forms  of  accompaniment." 

THIS  IMMENSE  AND  OVERLY  SUBTLE  FLOURISH  PROJECTS  ITS 
STRETCHED  SHADOW,  MADE  OF  RHYTHMS  AND  IRREGULARLY 
INTERCROSSED  LINES— SO  MANY  SECRET  GRILLS— ON  A  PART  OF 
THE  JAPANESE  GARDEN:  NET  WITH  UNEVEN  MESH  EMBRACING 
EVERY  LAST  NOOK  AND  CRANNY  OF  THE  WAX  EFFIGY  INSIDE  THE 
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MINUSCULE  SHRINE  WHICH,  SEEN  FROM  VERY  CLOSE  UP— AT  THE 
LE  VEL  OF  THE  SHELF— MA  SKS  E  VER  YTHING.  NO  W,  A 

REVERSE  ZOOM  PUTS  IT  BACK  IN  PROPORTION,  LETTING  A  FULL- 
SIZED      SHRINE  APPEAR,  AT 

REDUCED  TO  THE  RESTRAINED 
ABOUT      THREE    UNIVERSE  OF  THE  MINITOKO-    METERS'       DIS- 

NOMA, 
TANCE  (THE  SIZE      OF      THE 

LITTLE  ONE    INVISIBLE     UP     UNTIL     THEN,    SEEN  FROM   UP 

BETWEEN  THE  JAPANESE 
CLOSE,      EXACT    GARDEN    AND     THE    FROZEN,    REPLICA,  VISUAL 

MIDGET  EARTHQUAKE,  AND 
ECHO     OF    THE    COVERED    BY    THE    LATTER' S   LATTER.         BOX 

SHADOW,  IS  A  MAGAZINE  CLIP 
WITHOUT  A    SHOWING    TWO    STEPS    OF    A    COVER,       MADE 

STAIR  WA  Y:  AN  OBLONG  STAIN  IS 
OF  EBONY,  WITH    GLUED      TO      THEIR      SHAPE,    CORNERS  LIGHT 

MOLDING  THE  RELIEF,  THE 
LY  CURVED  UP-    MOVEMENT  WARD  LIKE 

THOSE  ON  PAGO-    CAPTION:  DAS.  THERE  LIES 

A    WOMAN  IN  A      SHADOW       OF       A       PERSON   GOLD    KIMONO, 

VOLATILIZED  BY  THE  ATOMIC 
ETERNALIZED        BOMB  BLAST. "  EMBALMED . . . 


—  "MUKASHI NO  MUKASHI ZUTTO  MUKASHI ..."  THE  VOICE(OVER) 
COMES  FROM  BEHIND  THE  SHRINE,  TREMULOUS. 
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YUME  NO  MAC  HI,  UNIQUE  PLACE,  THE  ONLY  PLACE  WHERE  IT'S 
TIME  NOWHERE. 


Of  course  you'll  have  abandoned  all  hope;  and  your 
imaginary  searches  will  be  no  more  than  a  perpetual 
scrawling  of  networks,  endlessly  intercutting  intercomposing 
on  nothing  at  all,  anything  at  all. 

One  attaches  no  importance  to  the  heated  arguments  of  the 
characters — never  the  same  from  one  day  to  the  next,  inter- 
changeable— leaning  until  the  end  of  time  over  the  balustrade 
which  runs  along  a  part  of  the  terrace  on  the  bazaar: 

tight  criss-cross 
end  of  interminable  palavers — clouds  of  pinpoint  sounds, 
grill-work  of  light,  acid  shades  of  indistinct  words;  web  of 
pressed  rippings,  sometimes  covered  by  a  powerful  wave  of 
sound  which  comes  from  the  juke-box  inside  the  shrine. 
One  is  so  used  to  it  that  at  first  one  doesn't  realize  that  it  was 

NECESSARY  TO  TAKE  ADVANTAGE  OF  EACH  INSTANT  WITH  THE 

sole  aim  of  forgetting  the  one  to  follow,  one  is  hearing  a 
European  tune  currently  in  vogue:  Asiatic,  androgynous 
voice;  its  limp,  whiny  inflexions  are  underlined  by  the 
glissandi  of  a  koto,  the  meowings  of  a  Hawaiian  guitar,  joined 
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by  a  balalaika  and  a  musical  saw!  One  suddenly  has  the 
impression  that  the  record  is  not  spinning  quite  regularly. 


—  "MUKASHI  NO  MUKASHI  ZUTTO  MUKASHI.  .  .  ."  SHARP  VOICE, 
VOICE  OF  AN  OLD  GRAMOPHONE  TIRELESSL  Y  TURNING  IN  THE  SAME 
GROOVE,  REPEATING  ITS  SAME  OLD  SONG.  THEN  THE  VOICE— OR 
THE  NEEDLE-SKIDS  0  VER  WITH  A  RA  UCOUS  SIGH  AND  CA  TCHES  ON 
A  WORD,  CRUSHING  ITS  BEGINNING:  ". .  .  ECTER  AND  THE  TOMO,  ITS 
SHADOW,  FOLLOWS  HER."  LITTLE  BY  LITTLE,  A  RECITATIVE 
BECOMES  CLEARER,  WHICH  UNFOLDS  IN  THE  YUGEN  MODE 

"ON  THE  BRIDGE  NEAR  THE  THIRD  PINE  TREE 
THE  WAKI  DREAMS  OF  THE  SHITE 
THE  SHITE  IS  BUT  A  PHANTOM 
THE  GREAT  SAMURAI" 

THE  VOICE  HUMS  AGAIN,  NOW  IMITATES  THE  TZUZUMI,  THEN  THE 
TAIKO,  AND  FIN  ALL  Y  GIVES  SOME  SOUR  NOTES  OF  NOH-KAN—  WITH 
INTERLA  CINGS  PERMITTING  THE  D  UCTILITY  OF  THE  MEL  ODIC  LINE 

"DURING  THE  GREAT  BATTLE 

THE  SHITE  WAS  BLINDED 

THE  WOMAN'S  SPECTER  SEARCHES  FOR  HIM 

BUT  THE  SHITE  UNDER  HIS  PARASOL 

WEARS  THE  MASK  OF  A  BLIND  OLD  MAN 

THE  WOMAN  CANNOT  RECOGNIZE  HIM. .  . ." 

THE  VOICE  TAKES  UP  THE  ORCHESTRAL  BREAK:  CARICATURISH 
ONOMATOPEAS("OFUUU  YA  Y—O  TAIIIIKO"),  DEROGATORY  MIMICRY 
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'TEN-TAY-RAY  KU-TZU—TZU-BONG-TZU-BABONG';  THEN  LINKS  IN: 

"FUJI  WITH  ITS  MOBILE  LANDSCAPES 

ALL  AROUND 

THE  CHANGING  WATERED  TINTS 

ATTUNED  TO  THE  RHYTHMS 

OF  THE  GODS'  OWN  THOUGHTS 

THROUGH  THOSE  WHO  WATCH.  . . ." 

.  .  .  BECOMING  THINNER  AND  THINNER,  AND  THE  BEAT  SPEEDS  UP, 
AND  THE  CHANT  GETS  FASTER,  BECOMES  A  STEADY  MURMUR, 
EQUAL  AND  MONOTONOUS:  ".  .  .  WALKING  IN  THE  BARONIAL  HALL 
WHERE  BEINGS  MADE  OF  SILENCE  EVOLVE,  FOR  WHOM"  IT  WAS 
NECESSARY  TO  GUESS  EVEN  THE  ABSENCES:  "GESTURES  AND  DIS- 
PLACEMENTS ARE  SO  MANY  SECRET  MESSAGES." 

THERE  WAS 
NO  ANSWER.  IT  WAS  BETTER  JUST  TO  CROSS  OUT  THE  WHOLE 

business.  I  would  thus  have  liked  to  sign  it  like  a  religious  old 
illiterate 

(intensifying  the  point  of  intersection,  the  strangulation 
of  the  X  :  — that  "Ksss  . . ."  of  relief— expiration). 
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I  was  going  out  inch  by  inch  without  really  noticing  it,  on  the 
quiet.  .  .  . 

" — he  would  not  let  honorable  friend  die  without  a  good  word  of 
encouragement.  Doctor  will  have  definitive  last  word.  But  first 
he  would  like  to  ask  several  questions . . . ;  in  all  situations 
faithful  doctor  takes  precautions  before  using: 

"Does  honorable  sick  one  receive  insurance  benefits? 
If  yes,  from  which  parrish?" 

THERE  WAS  NO  ANSWER. 

" — . . .  he  doesn't  remember? . . .  he  has  no  memory! . .  .  this 
doesn't  prove  that  he  has  no  past .  . .  he  could  even  have  any  at 
all,  a  choice . .  .  the  darkest. ..." 
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I  wanted  to  be  alone,  pray  without  being  seen. 


IT  WAS  BECOMING  DOWNRIGHT  RISKY  TO  DIE  NOW  THAT  THERE 
WAS  NO  GOD. 

" — . . .  he  also  has  the  possibility  of  not  existing.  ..." 

CONSEQUENTLY,  IT  WAS  URGENT  TO  PRACTICE  SURGERY: 

" — . . .  but  doctor  wishes  to  avoid  having  the  skin  deteriorate.  In 
case  of  extended  illness,  various  blood  disorders  threaten  to 
damage  magnificent  tattoo. ..." 


Still  so  vital  such  a  short  time  ago,  I  was  croaking  without 
conviction.  I  no  longer  had  "the  spark."  I  could  tell  myself  a 
million  times  that  turning  it  in  was  within  everyone's  reach,  that  it 
would  be  a  deed  well  done,  my  heart  just  wasn't  in  it. 
" — . . .  humble  doctor  is  perfect  hypnotist;  if  necessary,  he  uses 
nitrous  oxide . . .  benign  operation. ..."  it  was  a  matter  of 

SPARING  HER  PAIN. 

You'll  feel  nothing.  Everything  will  happen  without  your 
knowing  it.  You  could  just  as  well  not  be  there,  but  far  away, 
outside  of  everything. 
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Medamothi,  for  example,  will  be  your  dream  place:  there 
you  will  wait  for  death,  composing  from  this  expectation 
something  with  coinciding  beginning  and  end,  perpetually 
triggering  itself  in  empty  spaces.  .  .  . 


In  spite  of  myself,  I  searched  for  what  I  was  bent  on  under- 
standing, on  retaining.  I  picked  my  brains,  there  was  almost 
nothing  left.  I  was  a  sort  of  archeologist,  a  pocket  speleologist 
(my  deep  diggings!) — the  canning  ("de  omni  re  scibili  et 
quibusdam  aliis")  of  this  preserved  world  being  a  question  of 
taking  a  detailed  inventory  of  its  memory,  before  losing  it  forever. 


One  rocks  back  and  forth — everything  evaporates — under 
the  pressure  of  a  synalgia  (:  one  has  involuntarily  squeezed  the 
abcess  on  one's  right  cheek,  and  a  violent  reflex  pain  surges 
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behind  one's  left  ear,  under  the  mastoid  bone).  All  at  once,  one 
feels  the  sounds  and  noises  and  visions  collapse. 


One  is  crushed  by  the  record  slowing  down  in  a  grotesque 
vomitando,  which,  squashing  images,  words,  music,  provokes 
a  lap  dissolve 

onto 

the  room  where  one  is  lying  down,  always 
in  the  same  darkness. 


One  notes  that  a  return  link  is  established  between  one's  cheek 
and  the  "long-distance  pain"  behind  one's  ear — but  in  a 
broken  line: 

"if  he  draws  a  line  representing  the  course  of  nervous-impulse 
waves  of  what  sick  one  will  feel,  doctor  can  certify,  to  calm 
honorable  patient's  fears,  that  in  fact  it  is  not  painful,  a 
graphic ..." 

this  throbbing,  tormented  profile  stretches  out — relaxes — 
tenses — relaxes  again  (accordion  movements),  and  drawn  to 
its  point  of  origin — the  abcess  on  one's  right  cheek —  breaks  in 
half  and  slams  against  it. 

A  drilling  pain  bores  into  one's  flesh — and  then  rises, 
thrilling:  it  zig-zags  through  the  night  of  the  body,  diffusing 
into  contradictory  shivers — sour  and  dirty — which  drown, 
strangle,  annul  each  other 
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One  is  alone.  One  realizes  that  the  bazaar  is  now  empty,  that 
no  more  records  are  playing  in  the  juke-box,  that  the  shop- 
keeper (  his  name  like  the  store  sign?  or  the  trade  name?) 
is  absent,  the  terrace  now  deserted,  it  was  night. 


A  sparrow  pecked — in  varied  rhythms.  I  listened  to  its  message 
in  morse  code  as  it  pocked  my  mental  inventories. 


"AND  THE  MULTICOLORED  BIRDS  IN  THEIR  CAGES 


AFTER  A  LONG  SILENCE  THE  VOICE  WHISPERS: 

"THE  TOMO,  ON  THE 
BRIDGE,  LEA  VES  THE  THIRD  PINE  TREE  AND,  SLOWLY  AND  SOFTLY, 
MOVES  TOWARD  THE  STAGE ...  MEANWHILE,  THE  CHOIR  SINGS 
CUT  A '  FOR  THE  FIRST  TIME .  .  .)" 

THE  VOICE  LETS  OUT  A  FEW  GUT- 
TERAL   CRIES,    THEN  RECITES  IN  A   LOW  REGISTER:   ".  .  .  MUTE, 
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IMMOBILE  BIRDS.  ONLY  ONE  MOVES:  EACH  RAPID  PASSAGE  OF  ITS 
FLIGHT  MAKES  THE  OTHERS'  COLORS  FLICKER.  .  . .": 


I  joined  this  sparrow's  cry,  leaned  on  it.  At  each  pause  I  was 
afraid  it  was  broken,  that  it  wouldn't  start  up  again;  "...  from 
this,  deduce  an  absent  song"  and  that  it  brought  me  here,  into 
the  jumble  of  my  soul-searching  and  in  the  middle  of  the  Nip 
quack's  pressing  questions: . . .  "he  must  open  heart  to  humble 
doctor.  Estimable  moribund  acting  tokusan  suspiciously. 
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When  one  has  nothing  to  hide,  one  remembers  it.  ".  .  .  before 
giving  a  little  of  honorable  money  and  beginning  treatment, 
friend  doctor  wants  to  know  just  whom  he  is  dealing  with." 


". . .  he  takes  urine  sample  to  find  out  if  morphine  can  be 
administered  safely . . .  he  takes  care  to  avoid,  after  decease, 
rapid  decomposition,  catastrophic  damage. ..." 
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"  . .  he  promises  to  rid  sick  one  of  despicable  staphylococcus — 
and  particularly  to  treat  skin  to  make  it  unalterable  so  long  as 
gentle  patient  has  it  on  his  bones: 

"detestable  furuncles  and  carbuncles  often  leave  horrible  scars. 

If  spoiled, 
precious  dragon  would  lose  all  value  and,  in  passing,  patient 
would  cease  to  interest  miserable  doctor,  who  would  be  sincerely 
grieved,  etc. . .  etc.  . . . 


". . .  or  perhaps  he  would  prefer  to  confess  to  honorable 
secretary:  reliable,  intelligent  person — universal  knowledge, 
true  salmagundi  of  culture . .  . 


". . .  he  has  brought  small  tape  recorder — he  goes,  so  to  speak, 
nowhere  without  it — and  magnetic  tape:  he  desires  likeable  sick 
one  to  be  made  aware  state  of  service  of  honorable  secretary 
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T  hear 
recorded  by    ,.      a  click  followed  by  someone  blowing  into  the 
him 

microphone,   then   YORU   OKINA   SABI   a   raucous   voice 

KARISOME  (click) 

He's  turned  it  off. 

He's  sorry,  he's  made  a  mistake: 

". . .  by  accident  he  has  put  on  voice  of  former  secretary: 

honorable  parrot  that  he  once  employed,  before  tape  recorder,  to 

recite  fragments  ofNoh  . . . 

or  remember  stock  market  report . .  . 
he  died  recently . . .  doctor  had  him  stuffed  with  straw  and 
attached  to  swinging  perch  in  crystal  cage . . .  and  keeps  last 
recording  as  souvenir. . . . 


". . .  He  will  change  the  reel . . . 

small  apparatus  very  useful,  if 
friend  would  care  to  speak . . .  doctor  then  studies . . . 
. . .  if  he  asks  several  minor  questions  toward  obtaining  confes- 
sion, it  is  in  patient's  interest ..." 

(He  asks  for  a  bit  of  patience. 
He  sets  up  the  tape  recorder.) 

". .  .for  blindness — amnesia, 
insomnia — is  without  doubt  of  psychosomatic  origin.  Nothing 
proves  the  contrary  on  the  contrary:  bizarre  friend's  conduct 

shows  that. He  will  now  play  tape  recording  of 

honorable  secretary,  reliable,  intelligent,  fascinating  person: 
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can  tell  his  story  or  another  language  in  any  life  at  all,  for 
example  that  of  sick  friend  with  quotations  to  back  it  up!1  I'VE 


1.  "Yo  he  sido  Homero;  en  breve,  sere  Nadie,  como  Ulisses;  en  breve  sere  todos;  estare 
muerto." 

I  was  (Father  Dupanloup)  Tutankhamen's  mummy;  (his  coffin)  his  sarcophagus— vessel 
over  time  (stem  in  circular  arc)  my  golds  my  lapis  lazuli  (trying  to  lift  the  lid)  my  caresses 
chiselings  forever. 

(To  resume:  only  survivor  of  the  hardest  war,  I  was — messenger  of  massacre — the  voice  of 
the  anonymous  soldier  cemented  in  the  echo  of  an  epitaph  attributed  to  the  unknown  poet 
(after  the  Thermophyles  and  Little  Big  Horn): 

—Ugh!         »^  g€U?9  ayyeikov  KaKehaifiovLOL^  on  rrjBe 

tcufieOa,  tol$  tcetvcov  prjfiaac  iruQo\ievou 

And  the  great  HuManistou's  answer: 

—Well  done!  that'll  be  a  good  example  for  the  Greek  dictionary.) 


Agrypnia — desert  on  the  ocean  that  caravans  and  caravels  furrow:  the  "sable  night" 
unfolds  for  the  great  voyage— 

...  A  black  sail  before  your  eyes:  bad  sign,  that! 

I  was  Prince  Henry  the  Navigator  at  the  Cape  of  Sagres,  scanning  the  horizon,  called  by 
adventure,  waiting  for  the  return  of  those  who  voyage  (for  him)  and  don't  return  .  .  . 

. . .  the  great  discoveries:  world  elsewhere  behind  something  ("onde  dura  da  confusa  Babel 
inda  a  memoria. . . .") 


after  the  Japanese's  departure,  I  had  tried  to  reconstruct  the 
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discourse  that  was  scattered  in  shards  across  the  room.  I  had 
mentally  managed  to  make  a  rough  montage  (with  possible 
disorder  and  certain  gaps). 

DONE  EVERY  JOB  THE  THEATRE  A  WAR  NAME  THE 
WA  I  had  also  found  several  fragments  of  the  medico's  com- 
mentary in  guise  of  accompaniment: 

". . .  can  also  recite  catalogue  of  his 
readings:  JESUS' SHORT  STORY  all  works  of  popularization 

THE  BOOK  OF  BODIES  REDUCED  TO  ASHES  IN  AN  URN 
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PSYCHOANALYSIS    WITHIN  EVERYONE'S   REACH, 
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THE  POCKET  CAPITAL,  THE  ABRIDGED  MARX /  etc.  . 
honorable  secretary  is  also  author  of  "condensed  versions" 
THE  AD  VENTURES  OF  ABELARD  IN  BRIEF  /  DIGEST 

OF    THE   PHYSIOLOGY   OF    TASTE   /  JIVARO    OR 

PARADIGM     LOST    /...  etc.  ..  REMEMBRANCE     OF 

TIME-BINDING  PAST 
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...  I  didn't  hear 
the  click  of  the  button  which  starts  the  tape  recorder,  but  I  feel  the 
tape  unwind  and  rewind  within  me 


from  one  ear  to  the  other. 


Its  speed  is  uneven. 

The  breathing  (:  F  hung  over  by  a  fermata), 
extensible  and  compressible  (crawling  of  an  ectoplasm  of  sound 
against  its  own  current),  the  breathing,  for  a  long  time  solo, 
remains  fixed  in  the  center. 


Then  a  tape  wi  ". . .  would  sickly  friend  please  listen:" 

...A       QUODLIBETICAL       THESIS:       "AN      ESSAY 

CONCERNING    THE    HOMUNCULUS   BORN    OUT   OF 

th  voices  runs  off  the  reel;  despite  the  emphatic 
tone  of  the  downstrokes  and  upstrokes  caused  by  the  tape 
recorder's  failures,  I  recognize  the  raspy  contralto — . 

The  film  of  words  detaches  itself  and  goes 
to  perch  on  "honorable  transvestite,"  to  whom  it  belongs  (and 
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whose  presence  I  was  beginning  to  suspect),  several  inches  away 
from  me,  within  reach. . .  . 

But  one  doesn't  give  oneself  to  just  anyone. 

One  stretches  out  one's  arm  one  touches  "pocket 

woman"  lying  on  a  cot  parallel  to  the  bed  on  which  one  rests. 


One  talks  to  her: 

"Wonder  if  it's  going  to  hurt?  One  doesn't  just  break  off 
with  life  without  it  hurting  a  lot — No?" 
One  takes  her  hand,  soft  plastic  . . . : 

"Good  to  be  here,  eh?" 

I  imagine  an  occult  stereophony;  the  voice,  going  from  the  tape 
recorder  to  the  transvestite  ("honorable  secretary"),  takes  a  turn 
passing  in  front  of  me,  whose  must  correspond  to  that 

of  the  angle  formed,  starting  at  the  point  where  I  am,  by  the  two 
half  lines 

joining  me  to  the  sound  sources.  / 

/  Nonetheless  I  was  satisfied  with  following  the  voice  that  cut 
the  room  crosswise  in  a  straight  line.  I  passed  over  this  conveyor 
belt  and,  in  answer — why  not? — to  the  interrogations  (". . .  he  no 
longer  knows? 

ADOLPH'S  FART  FROM  PANURGE'S  MUTANTS . .  . 


I  became  the  words  I  HAD  AT  MY  DISPOSAL  A  TIRADE  OF 
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HETE  before  stopping  in  the  middle  of  a  line  RONYMS 
— at  the  bottom  of  the  page  against  the  wall  where  I 
already  was,  lying  down  . . . ;  I  was  still  at  the  same  moment,  with 
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time  that  passed  over  me  and  was  going  to  leave  me: 


the  text 
of  the  tape  (I  now  only  heard  it  on  the  edges  in  the  margins 
of  my  bed), 

going  out  of  its  range,  buried  itself  in  a  partition  of  the 
attic). 
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Even  so,  words  still  floated  helter-skelter,  "UNIFIED  FIELD 
IN  MICROPOINT  MARLENE'S  VITAL  STATISTICS" 
filtered  through  the  fever,  fuzzy  faraway  (whispers  reverberating 
in  my  ear  which  constantly  became  someone  else's)  "IMAG- 
INARY MUSEUM  IN  POSTAGE  STAMPS.  BALZAC  IN 
LOGICAL  SCHEMAS."  "PILULES  DAS  SEIN  ZUM 
TODE"  .  . .  enumeration  (plain  song  on  the  borders  of  a  death 
vigil)  eternal  monotone:  ". . .  He  has  only  one  regret,  that  is  not 
to  have  known  honorable  secretary  earlier.  ..." 


Around  me,  on  what  I  heard,  I  described  a  curve  in  the  shape  of 
a  rosette  that  never  ended. . . .  One  mentally  examines  a  stale 

memoir  (one's  life  up  until And  if  one  dies  first  one  has 

lost,  if  not 
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IT  WAS  NECESSARY  TO  START  FROM  SCRATCH  ONCE  AGAIN. 

He  plugs  his  goods,  he  patches  up  the  void,  he  pieces  together  his 
mess  of  details  (rectangles  of  recordings)  sewn  with  empty  talk: 

:  HEY  VENUS  HA  VE  ANUS  AH  VAIN  US  EVE  AND  NUDES  /'.  .  . 

"for precious  secretary  teases  his  muse  and  at  times  knows  how 
to  translate  haiku  into  holorhyme  verse . . . 

"how  to  sing  opera:  V  LH  » vl  ^'jLSrrl  in  the  original 
text,  on  a  facsimile  of  original  manuscript . . . ,  to  declaim 
tragedies  kuklon'  helioukalo/;  to  act  in  Elizabethan  theatre 


or  not  to  sleep  perchance  to  be/;  or  to  recite  modern  play 


gloops  owk  owk  nyaf  / ; . . .  not  that  is  a  backward  tape . . . 
awkward  sample:  bad  splicing.  "Hepasses  on  to  the  following — 
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rather,  he  goes  back;  he  rewinds: 


(. . .  gliaertzOuaiiiiiartzzztrrzesqujklfklkluiiioui  /  Click!) 

all  the 
time  still  talking: 


(He  doesn't  want  to  waste  time;  thus  he  recaps  what  he  doesn't 
play — or  what  perhaps  isn  't  on  the  tape 

". . .  he  describes  great 
electronic  orgy  in  comic  strip  form. 
(He  tells  of  the  last  image,  the  denouement: 

". . .  a  standing 
skeleton  places  his  hands  over  eyes  of  a  man  sitting  in  a  chair 
with  his  back  turned  to  him.) 


". . .  he  promises  that  if  good  patient  will 
be  persuaded,  honorable  secretary  will  be  for  him  piece  of  drift- 
wood that  blind  turtle  encounters  in  sea ..." 


". . .  he  should  not  trust  vulgar  neighbor. . .  indiscreet,  im- 
modest girl— comes  in  without  knocking  and  makes  abominable 
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suggestions,  says  obscene  words  to  good  doctor,  advises  him 
to 

"chier  dans  son  chapeau!" .  . .  and  to  "va  casser  ses  couilles 
a  Nagasaki!" . . . 


He's  gone.  He's  vanished,  dissipated  by  the  insults — themselves 
covered  over  by  a  wave  of  eructations  (the  bizarre  flatus)  of  a 
nearby  radio. 

I  could  still  hear  the  French  girl  cursing  him,  screaming  in  a 
high  voice: 
— Salope!  I  sheet  on  you! 


(have  I  asked  for  an  explanation?) 

— . . .  patron?  heem! . .  .  collector?  Ha!  ha!  Dangerous  creep, 
yes!  A  Nippon-Aikoku-To. . . . 

(I  must  have  been  astonished 
— .  . .  no?) 

— .  . .  and  ze  "secretary":  a  transvestite. . . . 

— That  I  knew. 

—I  jobbed  at  ze  same  place  as  heem— at  zee  "City  Night," 
92nd  Street,  specializing  een  zee  streep-tease.  Hees  exhibition 
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was  much  "attractif '  for  zee  old  "pedes." 
—Yes, 

(the  Japanese  had  explained  it  to  me): 

(". .  .  Honorable 
secretary  is  master.  .  .  of  burlesque. .  . .  Doctor  has  sharpened 
up  his  act. ..." 


He  reads  me  the  description: 

". . .  he  is  on  stage  as  absolutely 
naked  woman,  behind  a  tulle  screen  ..." 


You'll  still  be  following  the  same  course  (never  to  end  up  at 
the  same  point?  or  perhaps,  somnambulist,  arms  stretched 
out  in  front  of  you,  will  you  look  for  an  untried  path?),  not 
leading  you  anywhere  else. 
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You'll  be  standing  now,  your  hands  resting  on  a  wall- 
hanging. 


"HAVING  ENTERED  SURREPTITIOUSLY"  (WITH  A  LONG-SILENT 
VOICE  THAT  RESUMES  IN  WHISPERS)  "WHILE  THE  OLD  MAN  WAS 
LEA  VING 

/MOMENT  OF  UNISON  OF  THE  TWO  CHARACTERS  UNDER 
THE  BLIND  OF  KAGAMI  NO  MA/ 

,  KIOGEN  IS  NOW  AT  THE  KOKEN-ZA, 
BACK  TURNED  TO  THE  PUBLIC  AND,  CONSEQUENTLY,   You'll  be 

immobile,  invisible.  " 

". . .  he  is  halfway  between  framework  at  stage  left  and  center 
stage.  Suddenly  total  blackout. " 


"  THE  WAVES  CRASH  AGAINST  THE  NIGHT' . . .  ,  SINGS  THE  CHORUS 
WHILE  THE  SHITE  RISES .  .  .  'FROST 

ON  THE  GRASS  ON  THE  SILHOUETTE  OF  THE  BLIND  OLD  MAN  .  .  . 
SEEN  BUT  FOR  AN  INSTANT. 
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ALL  THAT  WAS  LEFT  WAS  TO  WAIT  .  .  .  AND  YET  THERE  WAS  NO 
POSSIBLE  OUTCOME. 

— One  has  no  choice.  One  takes  what  one  finds, 

". . .  he  slowly 
moves  through  the  darkness,  was  it  necessary  to  approach 

THE  WINDOW,  THUS  ENLARGING  THAT  FRAGMENT  OF  CITY  UNDER 
THE  DARKNESS? 


You*ll  (mechanically?)  draw  open  the  curtains,  what  one  has 
within  easy  reach,  (it  was  then  enough  to  scarcely  lift  the 

NET  CURTAIN  JUST  IN  FRONT  OF  THE  WINDOW.  . .  .) 

". . .  he  arrives  at  center-stage 
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IT  WAS  TOUGH  TO  HAVE  PATIENCE:  THE  WAITING 

THAT    IT    WAS 
NECESSARY  TO  UPSET. 

IT  WAS  IMPOSSIBLE  TO  BE  DETACHED  FROM  THE  OBJECT  OF  SO 
MANY  TORMENTS:  LEAVING  HER  IN  SUFFERING  .  .  . 

IT  WAS  INDISPENSABLE  TO  BECOME  ATTACHED  TO  THE  SUBJECTS 

OF  DISCONTENT  LEADING  TOWARD  LEAVING  HER  OUT  IN  THE 

COLD. 

IT  WAS  ENOUGH  TO  HAVE  SAPIENCE  (BELATED) 

-WHAT  IT  WAS 
NECESSARY  TO  SET  UP. 
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ALL    THAT    REMAINED    WAS    TO    CHOOSE— SET    EYES    UPON— A 

precise  point  of  her  face,  (which  one  isolates  just  at  the 
instant's  limits — as  soon  as  one  insists  on  thinking  of  it.) 


THUS,  ON  THE  LEFT  CHEEK,  FOR  EXAMPLE  .  .  .  (ONCE 
THIS  BEAUTY  MARK  WAS  STILL  BEAUTIFUL  TO  SEE)  LITTLE  BY 

little  nothing  else  existed,  only  one  can  do  nothing  about 
it.  One  has  only  what  one  invents,  an  outgrowth  remained 

WHICH,  SEEN  CLOSE  UP,  VERY  CLOSE  UP,  INVADED,  COVERED  THE 
WHOLE  FACE,  THE  CITY 

IT  WAS  RAINING  AMONG  THE  TANGLED  SHAFTS  OF  HEADLIGHTS 
SQUEEZED  BETWEEN  /—THE  FRINGED,  FLOATING  FEATURES  OF 
BROKEN  NEON  SIGNS  — /  CUT  BETWEEN  ONE  DISPLAY  WINDOW 
AND  ANOTHER 

BEHIND  THE  SILK  CURTAIN 
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. .  he  stops  while  the  screen  disappears  into  the  flies. 


"He  is  immobile. 

". . .  Projected  onto  him  by  several  spotlights,  small  squares  of 
multicolored  light  flatten  against  his  body,  one  after  (against) 
the  other,  in  more  or  less  drawn-out  and  deformed  spherical 
diamonds  which,  collected  like  the  pieces  of  a  puzzle,  recon- 
struct the  subject: 

"(the  brushes  of  the  projectors  paint  him  a  pair  of  multicolored 
tights). 


". . .  On  doctors  orders,  he  has  arranged  a  studied  catoptrics 
which  sends  outfaces  and  profiles — combined  and  multiplied 
transparencies — like  fireworks  across  the  theater" — reflected 

IN  THE  DARKROOM  OF  THE  BRAIN— IN  PROPORTION  TO  THE  HEAD 
WHILE    KEEPING    ITS    OWN    DIMENSIONS    INTACT— THERE    WAS 

formed  "the   interior  of  giant  kaleidoscope"  A  hanging 

GARDEN  OF  LUMINOUS  SIGNS  OF  LIGHTED  WINDOWS— SMALL 
ELECTRIC  RECTANGLES  REDRAWING  "INTAGLIO,''  BY  PERSPECTIVE 
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EFFECTS,  THE  BLOCKS  THE  MONUMENTS  THE  SKYSCRAPERS  IN 
THE  DISTANCE- 

A  THREE-DIMENSIONAL  BLACK  PAGE  IN  DEPTH- HOLLOWED  OUT 
THROUGH  OPTICAL  ILLUSIONS-FOR  A  SPATIAL  TYPOGRAPHY  OF 
AN  OUTMODED  FUTURIST  POEM. 
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2  AGNITUDE  OF  THIS  ELECTRONIC  PARTITION  NOTWITHSTANDING, 

—  T  APPEARED  DIFFICULT  TO  DECIPHER  ALL  OF  THE  MESSAGES  IN 
2!  EON-AND  IMPOSSIBLE  NOT  TO  NOTICE  THEM.  BUT  ONE  (RUNNING 
C  P    THE    LEFT    MARGIN)    STOOD    OUT    FROM    AN    ALL-NIGHT    JO- 

—  NT  (ON  THE  OTHER  SIDE  OF  THE  STREET),  IN  AN  ACROS- 
H  IC  ON  THE  EDGE  OF  THE  BUILDING,  RECALLING  THE  NAME  OF  A 

-  MANHATTAN    PIONEER    (PETER    MINUIT).    A    SIGN    PROCLAIMING 

DRUGSTORE  was  folded  over  the  corner  of  the  facade  (at  the 

INTERSECTION  OF  THE  SUSPENDED  S,  VERTICAL  AND  HORIZONTAL). 

H   HE  OTHER  "ELECTRICAL  OUTLINES"  WERE,  IN  THE  MIND,  SPACED 

O   UT,    FORGOTTEN,    TO    BE    REASSEMBLED.    TO    RETAIN    ALL    THE 

^   ELCOME-WAGON  ADVERTISEMENTS  PARADING  IN  THE  INSET  OF 

CllY-Z    IGHT     (ANYBODY  HIS  MASTER'S  COMPjNEWS,  THE  LUMINOUS 
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NEWSPAPER  [ACT  OF  GOD  DIGEST  BIBLIA  COMP)  (AT  THE  RATE  OF 
THIRTY  WORDS  A  MINUTE) 

—IT  WAS  NOTABLE  THAT  THE  TEXTS 
PASSED  BY  IN  THE  OPPOSITE  DIRECTION  OF  THE  READING,  THUS: 

IdHl/XHODI 

PROVOKING  AN  IMPERCEPTIBLE 
SUCCESSION  OF  PERIODS— 

,  IT  WAS  NECESSARY  TO  CLOSE  THE 
EYES:  THEN  THE  GRID  FORMED  BY  THE  LAYOUT  OF  THE  LIGHTS  ON 
THE  SCREEN  WAS  FIXED  FOR  AN  INSTANT-REPRODUCED  IN 
REDUCED  SCALE— ONTO  THE  RETINA. 

LOWER  DOWN,  AT  THE  HEIGHT  OF  THE  SECOND  FLOOR  OF  THE 
SAME  BUILDING,  BEFORE  A  SALVATION  ARMY  OFFICE  WINDOW, 
THERE  WAS  A  BILLBOARD  FRAMED  WITH  BLINDINGLY  BRIGHT 
FLUORESCENT  TUBES.  UNDERNEATH,  IN  RED  REFLECTORS: 

(SAVE  OUR  SOUL) 
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OFF  OF  WHICH  BOUNCED  THE  COLORS  OF  OTHER  SIGNS  AND 
TRAFFIC  LIGHTS. 


One  doesn't  know  where  to  cry  "Help!" 

One  feels  its  urgency: •  •  •  (this  S  in  ellipsus  . . .) 


You  7/  wait  for  a  reassuring  answer .  .  .  an  affirmative 
counterpart  leaning  toward  a  conclusion,  toward  stability .  .  . 


IT  WAS  POSSIBLE  THAT-BY  FORCE  OF  CIRCUMSTANCE-NOTHING 
WAS  DEFINITIVE  IN  THESE  HELTER-SKELTER  VERSES  SWALLOWED 
BY  THE  (VOICE  WITH  A  SMILE  BELL  SYSTEM  )  NIGHT  THE  LOOK,  EVEN 

though  I  had  a  signal  in  my  ears  (congestion  of  the  ear-drum?), 
analogous  to  that  of  a  busy  telephone  line:  something  called 
within  me — One  pays  attention  to  danger.  One  supervises 
distress — or  rather  (the  same  sound  lightly  accelerated  higher 
up)  was  it,  in  the  nearby  radio,  the  talking  clock  dropping  a 
persistent  "bleep"  in  slow  rhythm 

(B  natural,  pure.  But 
brief:  I  barely  had  time  to  confuse  the  attack  and  the  resolution — 
and  vice-versa). 
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One  thus  obtains  the  communication  (the  pulse — one's  own? 
which? — speeds  up,  slows  down,  speeds  up — message  re- 
ceived): a  return  stroke. 


One  stalks  the  slightest  sound. 


I  jumped:  a  warm  veil  had  just  fallen  on  my  face — extremely 
light 

—What  is  it? 

,  as  light  as  the  perfume  that  accompanied  it 
(did  I  have  to  guess?) 

that  puff  of 
fine  undergarments. 
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The  French  girl's  hoarse  voice 

— .  .  .  I  could  do  my  leetle  exhibition  before  a  blind  man?  . .  . 
I'd  like  to. ...  I .. . 

surely  moves  around  her 

— . . .  also  had  an  original  routine:  zee  backward  streep. ...  I 
took  off 

,  then  moves  away 

— .  . .  everysing  zat  was  undaire  my  dress,  but  I  kept  zat  right  to 
zee  end. . . . 

imperceptibly: 

— Should  I  go  to  zee  back  of  zee  room  and  start  to  open  my 
bassrobe?  . . . 

(sentence  with  sharp  terminal  intonation,  animated  by  an 
impulse  that  expresses  instability— produced  by  the  effort  of 
the  vocal  inflection  which  tends  toward  shrillness.  .  .  .) 
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You  will  find  yourself  asking  a  question(?) 

But  except  for 
the  inflection  that  will  certainly  remain  "in  the  air"  in  your 
ear,  you  11  have  forgotten  what  I  was  going  to  answer: 

("even  not 
being  able  to  see,  I  was  still  able  to  invent — not  for  long,  of 
course,  because  more  and  more,  I  was  having  trouble  picturing 
certain") . . . 


— Perhaps  I  don't  do  eet? 
—What? 
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I  was  listening  carefully  to  her  steps 
— .  . .  or  show  my  sighs  .  .  . 

which  were  coming  closer 
— .  .  .  or  somesing  of  zis  manner  . . . 
— I  could  always  imagine. .  . . 


— J'aime  bien  9a.  .  . . 
The  voice  was  softer,  hanging  over  me,  less  shrill. . . . 

Then  lower,  very  near,  I  heard  her  repeat: 
[3em  bje  sa]  —at  the  level  of  phonetic  symbols — scarcely  letting  the 
distinctions  of  the  tonic  accent  pass  (particularly  the  nasal  n),  in  a 
hoarse  whisper  that  landed  on  me  but  only  went  skin-deep. 
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The  girl's  perfume — 

jasmine  perfume?  pierced  at  its  density,  at  the  magma,  by  an 
odor  of  sweat 

(the  amalgamation  giving  off  a  "dregs  of  purgative  herb  tea" 
aroma) 

— hit  me  obliquely,  in  a  drift;  I  erased  it  with  a 
single  exhalation. .  . . 


I  stretched  out  my  arm  to  hold  her,  but  I  just  missed;  I  grazed 
her . . . 

and  I  felt  a  painful  shiver:  micro- vertigo  just  under  the  left 
armpit  (at  an  angle,  in  the  form  of  mist) 

letting  only  the  crackling 
of  a  nylon  stocking  waver  as  it  passed  abandoned  over  my  face, 
(soon  dissipated  . . .) 


One  feels  the  borders  at  the  slight  opening  of  the  mosquito 
netting,  when  one  pulls  back  one's  arm  (One  has  just  let  go  of 
"pocket  woman's"  hand),  gently: 

(gesture  around  nothing,  to 
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outline  the  pain  that  is  just  in  the  axis  . . .) 

Doing  this,  one 
knocks  over  the  alarm  clock  which  one  catches  in  extremis  by 
smashing  it  against  the  wall. 

The  bang  of  the  clock  against  the  wall  It  hurt  me,  alarms  one 
even  from  within  the  alarm  itself. 


,  a  slamming 

I  jumped: 

—What's  that? 

-What? 

— I  thought  I  heard 

— No  .  . .  nothing. 


. . .  several  noises  (hollow  or  full)  had  followed  in  rapid  succes- 
sion. 

— .  . .  some  furniture  falling.  .  .  ? 

I  realized  that  all  of  this  was  happening  inside  my  brain  chamber. 
Now,  I  had  no  furniture  in  my  skull  (where  I  had  dreamed  of  going 
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to  stay  so  that  I  could  feel  I  was  here). 

Was  it  a  narrow  syntagma  that  had  just  exploded  in  that  noodle  of 
mine,  where  I  had  replaced  objects  with  words? 


One  knows  that 

"Headaches  are  very  close  to  the  skull." 

One  reads  this — when  one  wishes — 

The  caption  (above)  of  a  monogram  reproducing,  on  its  side, 
the  well-known  emblem  of  the  brotherhood  of  the  coast:  the 
pirates  from  the  Isle  of 


& 


,  on  the  large  brown  envelope  containing  the  traveling  uncle's 
posthumous  message. 


If  one  opens  the  envelope,  one  can  remove  a  sheet  of  paper, 
8%"  x  11"  (letter  size). 
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One  remembers — not  without  difficulty  in  the  dark — the  recto 
of  the  sheet;  Sternian  reminiscence  with,  as  an  epigraph: 


et  cetera 


Abridged  recollections,  or  what? 

The  verso  no  doubt  contains  the  testament  itself, 
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a  blank  page;  and  the  inscription,  the  heading: 
(in  capitals,  in  pencil) 


THE  FOLLOWING  HAS  BEEN  WRITTEN  IN  INVISIBLE  INK 
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(one  thinks  one  has  heard  the  end  of  the  text: 

"One  squats  and  thus  one  has  the  feeling  of  being  at  home.") 


97 


"(THEREFORE  INVISIBLE)  KIOGEN,  STILL  WITH  HIS  BACK  TO  THE 
A  UDIENCE  (KIOGEN PAROD  Y  OF  THE  PHANTOM,  ECHO  OF  THE  SHITE 

to  further  the  suspense)":  a  long  time  ago  one  ripped 

". .  .  THE  DAY  BEFORE 
(SNOW  ON  THE  NIGHT) 
REDUCED  TO  ASHES.  .  .  ." 

the  black  and  white  sheet  into  little  pieces  that  one  has  thrown 
haphazardly  into  the  envelope; 

one  pins  this  to  a  wall  in  the 
bedroom  (facing  the  bed)  under  a  map  whose  design  (the 
uncle's?)  reminds  one  of— an  isle? — some  giant  ideogram 

that  "(KIOGEN,  CURLED  UP,  SUGGESTS: 

"FOR  THE  BLIND  OLD  MAN  SUBSTITUTE 

A  CHARACTER 

WHOSE  MOBILE 

FEATURES 

CAN  CONSTITUTE 

OTHER  WORDS" 

I  tried  to  put  them  in  place,  to  arrange  certain  ones — the  most 
common — counterclockwise. 

"TO  WIN  BACK  ITS  LIFE. 


THEN,  WITH  A  SIGN," 

one  sketches,  with  one's  hand,  at  a  distance  . . .  (gesture  by 
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which  one  brings  back 

— involuntarily- 


to  one's  fingertip  what 


one's  fingertip  is  drawing: 


"TRANSFORM  IT  INTO" 

an   "adventure 


sickness"; 


I  kept  coming  up  against  the  same  term  without  an  object,  of 
which  I  could  only  distinguish  the  abstract  esthetic  (phonetic) 
content.  The  sonority  of  this  "name  belonging  to  a  thing" 
enveloped  its  reality: 


I  played  (in  the  emptiness,  on  a  supposed  piano)  this  ensemble 
of  notes  that  I  was  going  to  string  together  (and  I  kept  hearing 
them); 

I  was  in  a  state  of  mental  resonance.  My  fingers,  vibrating 
with  the  sounds  to  emit,  regained  a  state  of  manual  resonance. 
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But  I  hadn't  felt  the  shock  of  the  sound  waves  (which  should 
have  come  from  the  keyboard)  and  of  the  waves  sent  out  by  my 
hands 

(waves  prolonged  in  both  directions  with  the  fluidity  of 
harmonics). 


The  "survival  of  sounds," 

in  power  in  my  fingers  (while  dissi- 
pating according  to  the  very  design  of  my  hands'  movements — 
copying  the  form  that  I  had  in  mind  at  that  instant — over  the 
imaginary  keys) 

,  running  in  the  right  index  which  had  (virtually) 
held  D-sharp  (square  note;  driven  in  but  not  played)  in  the  pulp  of 
the  phalangette. 


One  can't  get  rid  of  it.  One  stops  there.)  vow  won't  have  been 
able  to  say.  One  can't  break  out  of  it.  You'll  never  get  out  of 
it — on  the  contrary: 


IT  WAS  NECESSARY  TO  NOTE  THAT  THE  EMPTIED,  MOBILE  WORDS 
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WERE  NO  GOOD  FOR  A  RETROSPECTIVE  PROSPECTING.  IT  WAS 
BETTER  TO  BACK  UP  A  LITTLE. 


you'll  enter  an  impossible  "backward  prophesy ,  "  a  diffuse 
retro  [diction 


In  the  thickness,  You  would  cut  out  the 
diluted  words. 

You  would  like  to  coagulate  his  speech.  You 
would  question  him — and  You  would  answer  for  him.  .  .  . 
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You  Yourself  would  be  the  son  who  would  look  at  You— You 
the  father  that  You  would  look  at,  stretched  out  on  a  cart  in 
the  refrigeration  chamber  at  the  hospital.  .  .  . 


At  intervals,   You  would  notice  the  statuary  busy  making 

moldings: 

(—"Would  You  like  him  with  or  without  ears?*') 

Your  father's  death  mask .  .  . 

"A  SPECTER  WITH  A  LIVID  FACE 
(BLIND  PRINCE) 
FARCE  OF  THE  VOID" 

.  .  .  as  a  free  bonus,    You  would  have  a  molding  of  the 
deceased's  right  hand— the  one,  inert,  that  You  would  now 
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hold,   and  into  which   You  would  hope—simply  through 
pressure — to  transmit  a  little  pain 

or  else,  adopting  a  circular  motion  to  give  it  a  certain  speed, 
would  You  believe  in  the  possibility  of  a  take-off,  or  a  bit  of 

l\fe?  THERE  CERTAINLY  WAS  SOMETHING  .  .  .  VERY  LITTLE  WAS 
NEEDED.  .  .  . 

I  finally  held  her,  yes,  I  caressed  her.  One  begins  again;  one 
passes  one's  hand  over  the  map  of  Papeete,  with  the  pain  at  the 
fingertips  that  can  go  no  farther.  I  thought  I  felt  a  "liquid" — her 
—dissolving  with  a  whistle: 

"smoothly."  One  slips  along  an 
arrow  sketched  in  green  pencil,  bisecting  the  north-south-east 
angle 


pointing  out  the  direction  of  the  (treasure?)  island 
(but  the  map  of  the  latter  is  on  the  opposite  wall) 
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but  the  map  of  Papeete  is  backward:  so 

the  arrow  descends 
at  a  slant,  to  the  left,  passes  the  margin  and  juts  out  slightly 
onto  the  wall  paint . 

. . .  One  follows  it  and  finds  oneself  on — juxtaposed 
against  the  map  that  one  has  just  left — another  map  to  the 

RIGHT  OF  THE  WINDOW  THERE  WAS  AN  IMMENSE  PHOTOGRAPH  OF 
NEW  YORK  (SCALE  IN  FEET    ° l__    1G,0Q        ,        20.00  ).  IT 
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WAS  ACTUALLY  A  MONTAGE  OF  VARIOUS  AERIAL  "VIEWS"  TAKEN 
AT  NIGHT  WITH  AN  EVAPOROGRAPH  (INFRARED  RAYS). 


FROM   THAT   IMAGE   EMERGED-FLATTENED,    SUSPENDED   CITY 


(ITS  OWN  VANISHING  POINT: 
THERE  WAS,  IN  A  PATCH 
POCKET  (TO  THE  FAR  LEFT) 
CUTTING  INTO  THE  BLOCK, 
ANOTHER  PHOTO:  THE  FA- 
CADE OF  THE  HOTEL 


ON  A  VERTICAL-IN  ISOMETRIC  PRO- 
JECTION, ALMOST  INVERTED,  AN  IM- 
PRESSION IN  RELIEF.  IT  WAS  POSSIBLE 
TO  DISTINGUISH  (AT  THE  CENTER  OF 
THE  N-W  PORTION,  A  SQUARE  AND  ITS 
TWO  DIAGONALS),  THE  BLOCK 
WHERE— CONTAINING  (CONTAINED  IN)  THE  PHOTO— THE  ROOM 

was.  where  one  is  not.  You  would  forget  the  ideal  place  to  wait 
for  death.  (But  You  would  have,  on  Your  arm  near  Your 
pulse,  a  tattoo:  a  number.).  .  . 


Nacht  und  Nebel  Stadt.  (Unimaginable  anamnesia.  ihr, 
wennihreingetreten.  . .)  where  You  would  have  known  the 
Kultur  of  the  cadaver,  on  ground  henceforth  impossible  to 
cleanse. 
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You  would  have  closed  Your  eyes  now:  would  You  hear  the 
dogs  bark?  You  would  deepen  a  terror  in  Your  "old  human 
home";  You  would  dig  an  underground  tunnel  of  fear  in  Your 
stomach,  to  escape. 

You  would  close  Your  eyes  to  all  of  this.  You  would  always 
run  up  against  the  same  inter]  diction.  Nowhere  will  you  be 
farther  along  than  here: 

".  .  .  ACCORDING  TO  THE  AMOUNT  GATHERED 
OF  WAITING  AND  OF  DREAMS 
NECESSARY  REPRESENTATION.  . .  ." 


". . .  He  designates  a  projector  which,  hung  on  back  of  stage 
right,  suddenly  lights  a  great  vertical  rectangle:  screen  from 
which  emerges  magnificent  young  person,  in  technicolor! . .  . 
red-headed  partner.  ..." 
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IT  WAS  REFLECTED  ON  THE  MAP  (UNDER  GLASS)— 

REFLECTED        BY 
(THEN  COMING  TOGETHER  IN  THE  CENTER  OF)  THE   MIRROR  (OF 

THE  ARMOIRE  AT 
THE  BACK  OF  THE 
ROOM) 

-A  LUMINOUS 
TISSUE  OF  "RECEDING"  COLORS  (MAUVE,  VIOLET .  .  .)  SPRINGING 
"VIBRANT"  FROM  THE   STREET  AND  ENTERING  THROUGH  THE 
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WINDOW,  TO  THE  LEFT  OF  THE  MAP  (URBAN  MOIRE). 

WITHIN  THIS  SILENT  MATTER,  NETWORKS  OF  IMAGINARY  MOVE- 
MENTS WERE  COMPOSED,  DETERMINED  BY  THE  NETWORKS  OF  THE 
STRUCTURES  IN  THE  FORM. 


". . .  by  cabalistic  signs,  he  erases  (for  the  sake  of  the  stage- 
hands) his  arms,  legs,  the  hair-do  of  miserable  partner  (projec- 
tions of  magic  lanterns), 


"while  the  diamonds  of  light  go  out,  diamonds  forming  the 
harlequin  costume  of  honorable  stripper  who  now  presents 
himself  in  the  naked  light  of  a  projector,  as  nude  woman. . . . 


"He  slowly  undresses,  divests  himself  of  his  feminine  attributes 
(g- string,  breasts,  buttocks . . .) 

"He  appears  dressed  in  man's  clothing, 
but  his  costume  turns  out  to  be  a  tattoo. .  . . 
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"He  then  has  his  partner  brought  to  him— utterly  bald  stump- 
woman  that  a  stagehand  rolls  in  a  wheelchair.  A  cluster  of  lights 
accompanies  her. " 


CROSSING  THE  MIND,  ALONE,  THERE  WAS  A  TRAIL  OF  HEADLIGHTS 
-SOLIDIFIED 

SOL-FAED  BY  AN  AMBULANCE  SIREN-PERHAPS  THE  SAME 
AMBULANCE  THAT  HAD  CARRIED  THE  DYING  WOMAN.  .  .  . 

I  imagined  her  lying  on  the  bed,  next  to  me  . . .  and  yet  the 
minute  exploration  of  her  skin  by  my  hands  had  removed  all 
traces  of  her  presence. 


I  lay  waiting  for  what  came  next ...  the  French  girl  had  been 
silent  for  a  long  time  (gone?)  and  the  narrative  continued  from 
now  on  by  itself — the  protagonists,  delivered  from  the  yoke  of  the 
story-teller,  could  now  become  threatening,  having  noticed  that  I 
lay  waiting  for  what  came  next. . . .  One  stands  back  a  bit.  One 
abandons  the  pain  for  an  instant — one  moves  away,  all  that 

REMAINED  WAS  TO  CLOSE  THE  EYES— AND  IT  SO  HAPPENED  THAT 
THE  LIGHTED  SIGN  ON  THE  FACADE  OF  THE  FACING  BUILDING, 
SIGN  WHOSE  HEIGHT  IT  WAS  DIFFICULT  TO  EVALUATE,  REMAINED 
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FIXED  ON  THE  RETINA:  GREAT  PORTAL  OF  FIRE  CLOSED  ONTO  THE 
NIGHT: 


IN  ORDER  TO  UNDERSTAND,  TO  PERCEIVE  THE  WHOLE  IMAGE  ALL 
AT  ONCE,  IT  WAS  NECESSARY  TO  MAKE  THE  VERTICAL  LINES 
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COINCIDE  AT  THE  SAME  OPTICAL  POINT-ITSELF  BEING  THE 
SUMMIT  OF  A  TRIANGLE;  THE  LINE  OF  SIGHT  MUST  HAVE  PARTED 
FROM  THIS  POINT  TO  STOP  THE  ILLUSION.  IT  WAS  NECESSARY  TO 
CONSIDER  THESE  LETTERS  OBLIQUELY-BY  IMAGINING  THEM  TO 
BE  ALMOST  PARALLEL  TO  THE  LINE  OF  SIGHT. 


TO  DECIPHER  THIS  GRID,  IT  WAS  INDISPENSABLE  TO  REDUCE  IT  TO 
A  HEIGHT  OF  5"— IN  THE  DARKROOM  OF  MEMORY— THEN  TO  MAKE 
IT  LEAN  TO  MAKE  IT  TIP  OVER .  .  .  SHRINKING  THE  WHOLE  THING 
(WHICH  IT  WAS  NECESSARY  TO  READ  AT  A  DISTANCE  OF  8"- 12")  TO 

0.5" —  One  now  notices  only  one  map,  scaled  down  to  about 
one-tenth  its  height,  it  was  enough  to  think  about  it  and— 
with  eyelids  remaining  lowered— One  has  a  sustained 
vision  of  a  burned  spot  (pain  on  the  map's  blue  sea?),  in  the 
distance,  disappearing  toward  the  horizon  (in  the  direction  of 
the  pirate  island?) 


I  heard  (interference)  "honorable  secretary's"  voice,  perpen- 
dicular to  that  of  the  Japanese  doctor: 

" — . . .  in  exchange  for  the  stump- woman — borrowed  from  a 
Boston  laboratory  where  she  was  used  for  experiments  with 
avant-garde  prostheses — I  had  to  stuff  my  show  full  of  ads 

(each  text, 
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projected  in  lavish  typography  on  the  screen  at  stage  right,  was 
also  broadcast  stereophonically  throughout  the  hall.) 


". . .  he  shows  the  public  that  stump-woman  is  quite  alive,  that 
she  has  a  pacemaker,  an  artificial  valve  made  ofvitallium  and 
silicone,  attached  to  a  cardiac  regulator,  remote-controlled  over 
short  waves  by  transistors. 


" — I  remember  the  scandal  that  followed  that  famous  night . . . 

"To  please  my  impressario  (the  Japanese  professor),  as  I  had  just 
reconstructed  my  partner,  I  switched  off  the  juice. . . . 

"The  Boston  labs  took  us  to  court  and  the  club  was  closed  down. 


"...  for  I  entirely  rebuilt  that  poor  monster  with  the  help  of 
prostheses:  (a  sort  of  grease-monkey  .  . .) — 
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". . .  He  adds  a  row  of  teeth  to  her— found  in  a  tool  box.  He 
shoves  this  apparatus  made  of  two  small  neon  tubes  into  her 
mouth. 


"Brilliant  smile! 


"He  delicately  places  two  lights  in  her  sockets . .  .  (this  sketch 
sponsored  by  'the  Eye  Bank,  'great  bazaar,  in  association  with 
laboratories 


"who  have  just  created 
an  artificial  eye  capable 
of  moving  and  blinking. 

"Made  of  plastic  (the 
lines  imitating  the  blood 
vessels  have  not  been  for- 
gotten), there  is  a  little 
magnet  on  the  interior 
which,  controlled  by 
another  magnet  fixed  in 
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the    occular    muscles, 
permits  movement. 

"Furthermore,    it    can 
light  up. .  . . 
"Blinding  look,  similar  to  this  one": 

I  had  just  been  belted  in  my  left  superciliary  arch! 

(message 
immediately  translated  into  light  by  my  brain:  for  an  instant  this 
phosphene,  this  violent  flash  occupied  me  completely — ball  of 
fire  with  a  central  knot  of  shadow!) 

One  follows  the  stain,  which  rejoins  the  "blind  spot  thanks  to 
which  one  can  see** — consequently,  while  it  fades  out  in  the 
center  of  vision,  it  returns  in  the  form  of  a  mute  word. 

It  made  me  see 
stars! 

"Lume/menace— expression  and  pain  of  light." 
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"WHY  BOTHER  EXTINGUISHING"  IT  WAS  DAYLIGHT 
(OR  JUST  THE  BURNING  OF  THE  MIDNIGHT  OIL?) 

)"OKINA  AKAIKASA  .  .  .( 

THE  LANTERN  LIT 

IN  PLACE  OF  THE  BLIND  OLD  MAN 

WHOSE  SHADOW"  ALL  THAT  WAS  LEFT 
WAS    "FLATTENED    AGAINST    THE    GROUND"    THE    COMPLEAT 

SPECTRE! 

"HAS  NOW  CROSSED  THROUGH  THE  AGES 


". . .  SOMEONE  LEAVES 

AND  SOMETHING  COMES  UP": 
"THE  FORCE  FROM  WHICH  THE  SUN  DRAWS  ITS  POWER  OF  DARK- 
NESS..." (THE   VOICE,   IN  THE   TONE  OF  A   RADIO  ANNOUNCER, 
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MUMBLES  SEVERAL  NEWS  TAPES):  ".  .  .  LIGHT  YEARS  CALCULATED 
IN  (SEVERAL)  SECONDS ..." 

(AND  LAUNCHES  INTO  A  SERIES  OF  GUTTERAL 
EXCLAMATIONS,  GROWING  FASTER  AND  STRONGER  UNTIL) 

'-FLASH/ 
BANG!  PIKA/DON!  LUME/MENACE! .  .  .  THE  DAY  OBNUBILATED  BY 
LIGHT  ITSELF.  ..  ." 

(A  SCREAM) 


"Felled"  this  time  by  a  shot  to  the  back  of  my  neck,  I'd  skidded 
the  length  of  my  short  groan  and,  losing  the  thread  at  that 
moment,  there  passed— vehicle  launched  at  great  speed— 

A  PIERCING  NOISE:  (ROUGHLY  FROM  F 

TO 

A — ;  I  rejoined  myself 


several  lines  below  myself. 
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I — mechanically — imagined  a  piano  arrangement  of  this  slide, 
this  sonorous  cleaver 

(on  the  score:  line  descending  on  a  slant  from 
left  to  right; 

on  the  keyboard:  execution  from  right  to  left. 
In  such  a  way  that  if  the  two  lines  bisected 
each  other  in  space, 

the  difference  in  time 
between  the  reading  and  the  execution  would 
result  in  an  elimination  of  the  point  of 
intersection.) 

,  the  delayed-action  shock 
against  the  shock,  there  formed  an  obtuse  angle  =  oblique 

"LINE"  AND  "HOLDING"  OF  THE  A.)  (TEARING,  TEARING  THE  CLOTH 
OF  A  WHITE  NOISE-IN  WHOSE  FABRIC  AN  ALERT  SIGNAL  WAS 
WOVEN-A  TOCSIN? 


You  would  be  criss-crossed  by  confused  complaints  shaped  by 
an  agglomeration  of  insults  of  vociferations  of  threats. 

". . .  he  doesn  't  remember?  And  the  blow  that  made  him  lose  his 
memory?  That  neither?  And  yet,  it  must  strike  his  fancy!"  I  tried 
to  make  it  ring  a  bell . . .  changing  sonorities,  diverse  harmonics 
appearing  and  disappearing  suddenly. .  . .  "He  was  not  born 
amnesiac  of  amnesiac  parents,  etc. ..." 
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Mirage  Capital— in  quiescent  capitals — that  You  would  pass 
through  without  being  able  to  retain  it.  .  .  .  (Hebel  habalim 
— mist  of  mists)  :  (Maze  of  an  empty  library  destroyed  by  one 
book): 


tyotfa  itftfn  tea  to  ^Vn;n:  iron 

•-    r_  J  i  T»  •  •  -T        v:  •  "»^T 

Overthrown  citadel  learned  by  heart,  in  whose  heart  You 
would  go  to  seek  refuge  in  order  to  escape  the  schlag,  to  forget 
"ARBEIT  MA  CHT  FREI" 

The  torturer  was  working  me  over: 


". . .  he  has  brought  very  powerful  little  transistor.  Radio  will 
serve  to  cover  screams  of  honorable  imbecile  who  does  not  wish 
to  understand  that  atrocious  doctor  only  wants  good  of  ignoble 
humanity!" 
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I  was  getting  "punchy."  From  my  ringing  ears  came  a  vague 
noise  over  which,  padded,  the  Japanese  doctor's  menacing  words 
stretched:  (". . .  He  does  not  wish  to  accept? . . .  conditions . .  . 
He . . .  in  spite  of  himself . . .  by  force . . .  until  blood . .  . 

"Honorable  doctor  goes  nowhere  without  his  pocket  branding- 
iron.  . . .  He  is  going  to  stamp  mark  of  infamy  on  pitiful  patient's 
arm  . .  .  brand  it. . .  indelible  stigma . .  .  distinctive  sign, 
ideogram.  ..." 


(THE  "SHUNTED"  VOICE  (WHOSE  DYNAMIC  PROFILE,  ANALOGOUS 
TO  A  RIP,  IT  WAS  NECESSARY  TO  NOTICE  DISAPPEARS 

AND  LEA  VES  SPACE  FOR  THE  ROOM). 


IN  THE  SHRINE'S  EXTENSION  (WHERE  THE  WOMAN  IN  AN 
EMBROIDERED  KIMONO  IS  STRETCHED  OUT),  HALFWAY  UP  THE 
WALL,  A  SMALL  WOODEN  SHELF  SERVES  AS  BASE  FOR  A  BAROM- 
ETER, SCALE  MODEL  IN  PLASTIC  OF  AN  ATOMIC  MUSHROOM.  THE 
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DOME,  DEPENDING  ON  THE  WEATHER,  CHANGES  FROM  PURPLE  TO 
ORANGE  TO  YELLOW.  .  .  IS  CROWNED  WITH  AN  EMERALD,  SOME- 
TIMES BLUE,  CLOUD— IN  A  GREYISH  FOG. 

THE  MUSHROOM'S  CAP  (SCARLET FOR  THE  MOMENT)  IS  WELDED  TO 
A  WHIRLING  COLUMN  OF  BLACK  SMOKE  THAT  APPEARS  TO  SURGE 
FROM  THE  SHELF  UNDER  WHICH,  SUSPENDED  ON  A  ROUGHLY  FIVE- 
INCH  STRING,  A  MINIATURE  MOBILE-(CAPTION)-DESCRIBES  A 
FLO  A  TING  CITY  IN  SLOW  MOTION  (ITS  FACADES  IN  SPACE.  .  .  .) 

(INSENSIBLY 

alwa  ys  the  same  sense)  One  can't  quite  manage  to  grab  hold 
of  this  silent  vocable. 


" — . . .  He  would  like  to  know,  of  course,  what  it  is  composed  of?" 

"This  character  is  produced  by  fusion  of  two  elements.  First, 
semantic  element — originally  drawing:  'grass,'  then  'bitter 
grass,' . .  .  'bitter,' . . .  etc. . .  more  and  more  stylized;  after  that 
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we  graft  on  a  phonetic  element  borrowed  from  Chinese  writing 
— old' ideogram  meaning  'ancient.' . .  . 


".  .  .  is  presented,  roughly,  thus:  two  small  horizontal  lines 
superimposed  one  on  the  other  and  terminated  by  a  period  on  the 
right  (two  numbers  1  lying  on  their  backs,  parallel.  Honorable 
healer  draws  attention,  in  passing,  to  fact  that  Chinese  'one'  is 
small  line  on  its  side .  . .  but  this  is  all  incidental!) 
"Slightly  lower,  a  rectangle: 

athirdofthelengthoftheaforemen- 
tionedlineswhicharejoinedtogetherwithitbythecenterlineofltsup- 
perside,  vertica  Iperpendicula  rtha  t,goingbackup,  bisects  thelo  wer 
line  and  term  inates  in  aperiod,  imperceptiblefork  with  eachprong 
joining(grazingrather)theendofasegmentbroughtbythetopline 


THE  ARTICULATED  ELEMENTS,  THIN  MOTHER-OF-PEARL  BLADES, 
WHICH  BECOME  RED  IN  TRANSPARENCY,  SEEM  BLUISH  IN  INCI- 
DENTAL  LIGHT  (THE  METALLIC  BLUE  IS  FORMED    THANKS   TO 
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THE  PHENOMENON  OF  L  UMINO  US  INTERFERENCE,  COL  ORED  SPARKS 
DUE  TO  THE  DIFFRACTION  OF  LIGHT) 

This  word  shows  its  true 
colors 


'. . .  it  is  pronounced  'ku'  and  it  means  pain!" 
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"  . .  If  that  happens?  when  one  reads  it — evidently  because  it 
isn  't  true! 


(But  for  Occidental  ideogram  is  useless  object — only  good 

for  filling  memory  of  maniacal  Asiatic.) 
.  .  .  honorable  doctor  applies  it,  red  hot,  to  skin  of  sick  patient: 

He  makes 
this  expression  understood  by  printing  it. " 
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I  indeed  understood  my  pain!  Penetrating .  . .  barely  enough 
time  to  determine  the  exact  point  where  it  entered,  opening 
toward  the  acute,  before — mixed  in  with  the  smell  of  a  charcoal 
broil — I  scattered,  fainted  . . .  One  sees  stars. . . . 


you'll  be  a  spot  of  silence,  stretching  out  to  everything, 
reduced  to  nothing — carved  straight  out  of  night,  ("hiero- 
glyph OF  A  SIGH")  MARIONETTE— THE  TURNING  SHADOW  OF  THE 
MINIATURE  MOBILE  ANIMATES  (THE  CHROMOPHOTOGRAPH  AT- 
TACHED UNDER  THE  BAROMETER: 


GENBAKU—PLA  CE  OF  S  UFFERING)  THE  IMA  GE  OF  A  RAZED  CITY  IN 
ASHES-PULVERIZED,  RETURNED  TO  ITS  PURE  STATE. 
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[You  would  stroll  across  the  debris,  stepping  over  the 
skeletons  of  time. 

You  would  be,  in  spite  of  all  opposition,  a  man  without  a 
home,  (where  to  rest?) 


In  several  sentences,  You  would  sketch  plans  for  an  ideal 
tomb — which  You  would  certainly  build  later,  when  You  get 
rich!  You  would  carve  it  out  of  a  large  rock  at  the  far  end  of  a 
park  and  would  surround  it  with  cages  full  of  multicolored 
birds  (that  a  delicate  operation  has  silenced;  You  would 
forget  their  music .  .  .) 


"in  the  endless  city"  in  Your  head  that  is  filled  with  every 
fatigue— just  one  more  step,  and  another.  .  .  would  You 
hope  that  the  next  one  makes  You  jump  out  of  Your  skin? — 
You  would  walk  in  place  while]  I  came  back  to  my  senses — 
(". . .  it  comes  back  to  him  by  rights")  my  body  pulled  out  of  its 
stupor  by 

A  CONFUSED  MURMUR,  UPROAR  (WHITE  NOISE  •'BALANCED"  BY  ITS 
PASSAGE  ACROSS  THE  FILTERS,  DEFORMING  NETWORKS  GIVING  IT 
A  SPECTRAL  COMPOSITION  ANALOGOUS  TO  THAT  OF  MANY  VOICES 
SO UNDING  SIM UL TA NEOUSL  Y:) 

the  explanations  of  the  Japanese  and,  sometimes  over, 
sometimes  under,  fragments  of  radio  broadcasts 
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I  tried  to  open  my  eyes.  No  doubt  I  opened  them.  I  saw  nothing. 
Was  I  already  forgetting  that  I  was  blind?  there  had  once  been 
an  exchange  OF  glances.  ".  . .  eye  for  an  eye!  Here  he  takes 
his  petty  revenge. ..." 
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". . .  if  he  collects  the  skins  of  badly  burned  of  Hiroshima,  it  is 
not  only  because  of  taste  for  abstract  painting,  to  be  in 
fashion.  . . . 

"He  has  them  reproduced  on  thousands  of  small  sheets  of  rough- 
grained  leather — he  tans  their  hides! — which  he  sells  all  over  the 
world. 

"For  certain  people,  it's  a  talisman. . . .  Others  find  in  it 
food  for  thought." 


Had  I  heard  that  before  fainting  or  during  my 
lethargy? 


I  finally  grasped  the  meaning  of  the  words  coming  from  the  radio: 
[". . .  we  are  entering  the  final  stages  of  our  expose:  we  have 
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demonstrated:  'derme'  is  an  anagram  of  'merde' — from  that"] 
[You  would  search  for  a  figure  in  that  pile  of  ruins  and  remove 
its  profile,  at  which  point]  ["we  found  the  formula  with  the 
letters  of  the  word"]  [You  would  undo  the  thread  and  would  use 
it  to  sketch  a  name]  ["designating  the  illness"]  [that  You  would 
carefully  hide  immediately  afterward  in  the  tomb,  in  an  ex- 
voto  on  a  shelf  near  the  corner  where  You  would  have  put  Your 
father's  death  mask.  You  would  be  looking  at — Yourself! 
You  would  not  believe  Your  eyes!]  all  that  was  left  was  to 

APPROACH. 
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LOOKING  MORE  CLOSELY  THERE  WAS  NOTHING  TO  SEE  IN  EACH 
OTHER. 
NONETHELESS,  THERE  MUST  HAVE  BEEN  A  DEFECT  WORTH  EXAG- 
GERATING: WART,  BEAUTY  MARK  (!),  SMALL  LUMP  ON  THE  CHEEK; 

You  would  be  intrigued  by  the  presence  of  this  cyst  just  under 
the  right  eye — that  You  would  not  have  noticed  earlier!  You 
would  go  to  the  statuary  for  more  information  (an  artist!  the 
ears  of  the  mask  prove  it .  .  .  :  "impossible  to  do  that,  unless 
you're  a  sculptor  as  well9* — But  then .  .  .  these  wouldn't  be 
the  real  ears? .  .  . 
You  would  doubt  it.  .  .  .) 


.  .  .  As  for  the  plaster  ball  on  the  face:  "just  a  seam  in  the 
mold .  .  .  You  could  scratch  it! .  • . "  One  paws  one's  own 
pain  like  an  object . . . ,  shrill  apparatus  that  makes  one  think 


129 


of  the  "cat  piano"  for  which  one  must  draw  up — for  a  pitiful 
sum — the  advertising  brochure: 


. . .  keyboard  instrument . . . , 
(here  one  indicates  its  dimen- 
sions— actually,    one    doesn't 

know  them,  one  knows  that  it's 

not  a  big  thing — a  rectangular 

parallelipiped  about  the  size  of 

a  spinet). 

One  has  carefully  arranged 
several  small  compartments  in 
the — horizontal — sound  box, 
where  one  has  set  cats  of  dif- 
ferent ages  in  a  certain  order, 
one  next  to  the  other, 
(One  should  add: 

"depending  on  the  shrillness  of 

their  voices,"  or  something  like 

that . . .) 

The  tail  of  each  cat  is  held  in  a 
tight  casing  over  which  a 
hammer  rises  and  lowers,  cor- 
responding to  a  key 

(. . .  get  information  about  the 

number  of  keys — One  thinks 

one  knows  that  the  keyboard 

doesn't  exceed  one  octave) 

Each  hammer  is  equipped  at 
the  tip  with  a  needle. 
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Under  the  pianist's  Angers, 
the  points  of  the  hammers  will 
strike 

(one 
could  add  "artfully,"  yes) 

—will 
artfully  strike  the  animals9  tails; 
they  in  turn  will  first  answer 
with  brief,  clear  meows,  but 
soon,  infuriated  by  the  fre- 
quency 

(one  isn't  sure 
that  the  term  fits) 

of  the  stings, 
the  cats  modulate 


(. . .  one 
looks  for  another  word) 


. . .  One  notices  its  painful  echo  on  one's  cheek,  in  the  place  of 

the  abcess 

One  plays  with  it! 

One  makes  it  into  a  little  mechanism. 

I  now  identified  with  the  radio: 

[(".  .  .  listen  to  us  and  they  want 
to  hear  us  ...  we  present  the  latest  'His  Master's  Voice'  model,  a 


131 


masterpiece  of  miniaturization:"] 

I  could  pass  through  the  universe 
in  slices  with  that  compact  apparatus  broadcasting  pieces  of 
faraway  mental  cities — each  one  distant  from  the  others — 
separated  by  "empty  spaces"  (their  parentheses)  and  present  all 
at  once  in  the  immobility  and  sometimes  the  silence  of  a  box, 


[". . .  MEMOMATIC  ...  for  our  leisure  and  our  culture  . .  . 
we're  listening  in  on  the  world  .  .  .  MEMOMATIC  has  a 
memory  for  us,  thinks  for  us.  Memomatic  speaks  for  us  . .  . 
MEMOMATIC/MEMORY  MASTICATES!!!  We  are  listening 
at  present  to  . . .)] 

this  transistor  radio,  no  doubt  about  it— and 
more  and  more — my  head  .  .  . — panoramic  with  blind  cities  in 
sonorous  abridgments — my  external  voice. 


I  turned  the  knob, 
passing  more  or  less  rapidly  from  one  broadcast  to  another.  One 
creates  a  whole  series  of  signs  on  a  mode  of  intensities,  a  text 
slipping  into  one's  body,  (it  was  only  necessary  to  pass  a 

HAND  OVER  HER  FACE  TO  FEEL  THE  TEXTURE  OF  HER  SKIN  AND  TO 
TRY  AN  UNFORGETTABLE  INSCRIPTION 

SENTENCE  PUNCTUATED 
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BY  A  TUMOR  ON  THE  CHEEK.  .  .  .) 

(WASN'T  IT  TRUE  THAT  IT  WAS- 
FINALLY!— IMPOSSIBLE  TO  STOP  IT  FROM  GETTING  SO  LARGE  THAT 
IT  WOULD  END  UP  MAKING  EVERYTHING  UGLY?) 


One  presses.  The  hurt  (the  word?)  penetrates  backward. 
One  presses:  one  reduces  this  painful  speck  to  a  smaller 
"body." . . . 


One  feels  nothing  more. 


When  one  releases  pressure,  the  suffering  comes  back  up  to 
the  surface  and  spreads  deeper,  wraps  itself  up;  to  smother  the 
word  itself  (moving  and  deformed  typography),  one  covers  it 
with  synonyms  (:  Sujitingg  ).  All  I  produced  was  a  thundering 
confusion,  heartrending  sonorous  digressions  of  distorted, 
crushed  vowels,  of  broken  consonants — unbridled  diphthongs 


;  with  the  help  of  the  receiver  I 
fabricated  an  animated  cartoon  of  undulating  syllables  "all 
melted  together": 

[(".  . .  We  Ouy-Yyouououyyyoureerrreeaarrr 
heeaarrr  hinkJiinkhinkhinkhink-fwee!-tickettyto-ffwee!-ockbrid- 
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dety  broddety  f roof roof roof  roobubbubboobobeddy  boodetty  boo- 
booboobooboobootracktracktrackettytracktrrtrrtrrtiTrrrrrrrrhaw 
hawhawhawhawhawhawowowowowowowoooooooooooJOne") 
notices  a  tormented,  dynamic  profile  inscribed  in  the  interior, 
in  the  thickness  of  the  garbled  words,  but  becoming  less  and 
less  perceptible. 

I  turned  the  volume  knob,  causing  a  (momentary?) 
remoteness 
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One  disappears  with  the  carrier  pain  that  leaves.  One  detaches 

oneself  from  oneself. 

One  is  in  the  "one"  space,  small  pronoun  containing  the 

sound  of  its  motor  (one-one-one-one-one  . . .)  (as  long  as  one 

follows  it  in  its  evolutions). 

The  "one"  grows  out  of  the  pain  that  has  led  one  away  and 

then  disappeared. 

One  hovers  over  the  city — the  map. 
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One  comes  to  rest  on  the  small  hillock:  a  tomb?  whose?  one 
doesn't  know:  the  epitaph  is  worn  out. 

IT  WAS  NECESSARY  TO  MOURN  HER  AND  REPLACE  THE  SENTENCE 
WITH  ANOTHER:  ALL  THAT  WAS  LEFT  WAS  TO  EXTRACT— FROM 
MEMORIES  (MEMOIRS?)  TWO  CENTURIES  OLD— SEVERAL  DRIED 
TEARS  AND  A  CROSS: 


WAS  IT  ENOUGH  TO  DRAW  THEM  WITH  ONE  FINGER  ON  THE  SHEET 
COVERING  HER  BODY  .  .  . 
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TO  MAKE  IT  POSSIBLE— EVERYTHING  BEING  POSSIBLE— EVEN  THAT 
DEATH  BE  IMPOSSIBLE? 

. . .  was  there  really  no  one?  Even  so,  I  wasn't  alone.  (Or  else, 
was  I  the  object  of  a  phantasm  created  by  the  doctor's  promises?) 

(". . .  he  will  have  chance  to  make  love  to  sublime  Scandi- 
navian's back,  transformed  by  tattoo  into  precious  colored 
woman. . . . 

"Honorable  blind  man,  since  he  is  blind,  can  easily  imagine 

negress . . . 

"—he  can  take ..." 

a  reproduction,  printed  in  relief  on  a  trans- 
parent sheet  that  he  is  probably  holding  out  to  me;  erotic  gadget 
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of  which  he  has  had  several  thousand  copies  printed,  for 
amateurs . . . 

" — . . .  he  can  touch. .  . . ") 


I  made  out  a  presence  to  my  right  on  the  bed.  Then  someone 
took  my  hand  . . . 

(The  neighbor  finally  come  back? 
The  transvestite  perhaps?) .  . . 

I  imagined  what  must  have  been  said  by  that  mysterious  person — 
I  don't  believe  I  heard  her  voice,  it  was  important  now  to 

ATTRIBUTE  PAST  WORDS  TO  HER: 

— .  . .  I  form,  wiz  zee  point  of  a  needle,  zee  reduced  contours  of 
my  body. . . . 

On  my  wrist,  in  fact,  I  felt  successively  fading  sensations  in  the 
passing  of  volatile  and  troubling  curves 


— Me,  when  I  am  naked.  . . . 

The  sum  of  these  sensations:  an  outline  of  fine  irritation,  thin 
burning  at  a  hundredth  of  an  inch  above  the  skin. 
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Then  I  learned  that  the  index  and  middle  fingers  of  my  right  hand 
were  the  legs  of  this  dream  creature: 

—I'm  going  to  open  a  sex  right  zere,  between  zese  two  fingers; 
and  zis,  wiz  zee  help  of  a  razorblade  ...  a  defloration! 
["We  inform  our  listeners  of  the  invention  of  a  new  way  of 
shaving ...  by  using  the  Z  found  in  razor!  ..."](...  shredded 
tapes  of  radio  broadcasts  came  back  to  me  in  disorder:  quotes — 
discourses — proclamations — advertising  slogans — signs — new 
retrospectives— old  news — static, 

on  bits  of  exploded  narrative. . .  .) 


[You  would  notice,  on  the  mold  of  the  hand  as  well  as  on  the 
mask  (— "  .  .  a  good  idea,  it  will  keep  me  company ..." 

"Yes,  mother. "),  You  would  notice  several  hairs  caught  in 
the  plaster;  You  would  think:  '*.  .  .  more  lifelike!"] 


[". . .  we  have  discovered  that  the  Z  resembled  a  razor.  Further- 
more, this  sonorous  fricative  contains  the  noise  of  the  blade  as  it 
scrapes  the  skin. 

"Sufficient  unto  the  day  is  the  beard  thereof!  Let  us  razzzzzzzzze 
our  skin  with  the  letter  that  cuts!"l 
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Furiously,  I  thought  of  the  effect  that  the  blade  could  produce  by 
entering  my  skin. . . . 

.  .  .  will  you  feel  in  yourself,  in  spite  of  yourself,  peculiar 
suffering?  [". . .  We  don't  cut  ourselves  off!"]  One  is  entitled  to 
an  interior  dirge,  for  one  is  still  before  a  tomb:  You,  I  couldn't 
make  out  a  damned  thing! 

But  I  kept  inventing  this  invisible  woman 
next  to  me. 

I  bent  an  ear  to  her  buzzing: 
— "I  put  my  mouth  on  zee  wound  . .  ." 

(between  my  fingers) 

I  felt  an  acute  pain,  trilling  "ribattuta"  (beginning  with  dotted 
values  and  accelerating:)  One  remembers:  "Orororororor/" 

Ouch!  ouchouchowowowowowow[owwwowwwww-Om:  [ma- 
mamamamamamamamama-Master's  Voice  record:] 


["Souls  Garden  Blues"]  I  imagined  (index  and  middle  finger:  legs 
of  little  characters)  my  fingers  and  hers  in  the  middle  of  a  "danse 
macabre" — circular  fresco  music  passing  tirelessly,  advancing 
while  staying  in  place  and  concealing  from  me  a  voided  time,  a 
deserted  space,  [background:  C,  E,  G,  D/"F-sharp,  D,  E,  D/C, 
E,  F,  F-sharp/G,  etc. . . ,  a  series  of  ninths  borrowed  from 
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various   keys   precedes   the   subdominant  in  the   fifth  mea- 
sure . . . , 

"...  When  we  say  goodnight, 
"...  chord  of  C-major,  with  an  added  sixth,  a  major  seventh  and  a 
major  ninth: 

"We  die  . . ." 
You  would  be  dead  in  Yourseff"We  do  the  rest!"]  I  risked 
tapping  it  out  on  her  loins.  ...  A  light  pricking  at  fingerprint  level, 
a  bunch  of  pizzicati  events,  gave  the  impression  of  an  immobile 
and  continued  caress  on  her  hips.  [". .  .  we  put  our  finger  on  a 
great  problem:  continuous  or  discontinuous  transformation. . . ."] 


I  felt  that  this  callipygian  made  me  A  from  the  y. 


". . .  he  is  not  unaware  that,  from  the  brain  to  the  corpus 
cavernosum,  the  nerve  impulse  crosses  over  numerous  synapses, 
the  instincts  and  affective  movements  of  the  diencephalon,  the 
medullar  centers,  the  sympathetic  nerve  system. . . .  Precious 
sick  one  is  also  not  ignorant  of  the  fact  that  this  network  of 
nerves  and  neurons  must  be  bathed  in  hormones,  from  hypo- 
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physial  gonadotropin  to  the  testosterone  of  the  cells  ofhonorable 
Leydig,  with  the  collaboration  of  cortico-surrenal  androgens 
and  thyroidal  stimulation  .  .  . 

. . .  honorable  doctor  adds  that, 
without  the  libido  that  respectable  Freud  made  into  psychic 
inclination  toward  sexuality,  fundamental  energy  that  animates 
instinct  in  search  of  pleasure,  all  this  is  merely  'stuff .  . .  heel 
heel  heel..  ." 

"No  regrets?  Genera  great  re:  end?  . .  ."—"there  was  nothing 
to  be  said!"  I  blabbed  in  her  stead. 


I  took  out  my  rod,  my  little 
spring-action  decorticophone  (law:  F  =  kzl  1) 

[".  .  .  we  plug  it 
into  the  babadalgharraghtakdmminarronnkonn  ...  the  last  word 
in  technology!  . . ."] 

I  shoved  it  into  the  socket,  and  there  I  was  in  full 
whambambam,  at  breakneck  speed!  for  a  jewel  of  a  death,  a  seism 
the  size  of  the  brain. 


". . .  he  is  also  the  prime  stockholder  of  a  factory  specializing  in 
the  construction  of  earthquakes— portable,  immobile,  perfectly 
decorative!  On  the  side  he  sells  music  box  containing  tape-loop 
of  electronic  music;  sound  equivalent  of  cataclysm,  for  delicate 
ears. ..." 


142 


[".  .  .  we  imitate  inimitable  onomatopeas 
with  this  model!"] 

I  held  my  Cantus  Firmus,  main  theme  around 
which  was  threaded  a  "hoquetus." 

["we  provoke  at  will  a  real 
crashing  bronntonnerofJoii-oii-oioii-ce!"] 

I  was  filled  with  the 
desire  to  hear  that  siren  embroider  a  long  vocalization,  some- 
thing "alleluia(tic:)  luialuuuuuuuiahahahlelu  [-Ja  wohl!  Wir 
trallern  das:  "Grr..  r..  r.  zing,  frim,  fram,"]  little  by  little  A 

MULTITUDE  OF  SOUNDS  ARISES 


[".  .  .  we  can  thus  piece  together  bits  of  recordings,  memory  gaps, 
samplings  from  sound-effects — preliminaries  of  conclusions.] 


A   NEW  SONOROUS  EVENT  ON  THE  LEVEL    OF   THE  ENSEMBLE 

["wheeee  . .  .  bang!  We  shall  maintain  peace  (Yeah,  Mr.  Presi- 
dent!) even  though  we  must  go  to  war  for  it!  (O.K.,  Boss!!)"] 
[". . .  then  a  byword  is  sent  out,  taken  up  and  scanned  by  the 
crowd  .  .  . 

a  regular  wave,  starting  from  a  precise  point,  spreads 
across  the  airwaves  until  saturation  . .  . 
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". . .  next,  we'll  say  that  the  perfect  rhythm  suddenly  becomes 
dislocated: 

a  mass  of  chaotic  shouts:  interjections,  vocables 
echoing  the  moment  of  impact,  "a  cappella"  battle: 

—  j  ra    ri     ra    —         la  la  ta  ri      I     ra    ti    ra    la     l    ta  ri  ra  ri 
j  Ponponponpon    |    Tra  Trala!         vonvonvonvon         Tr  la  loo! 

^ra     —Fee     Fi  I  numb-th'-bum!     zinlzin!  I  tic       ket       ty  I  tock 
Dum — Fo  Fum  I  numb-th'-bum!  dumibum  I  dum  be  de  dum  |  impact 


J  Chop  po  | 
J  De  dum  I 


Chop  po  |  tic  ket  tv        ,  ,       .  .   . . 

'    tock  knock  bndetty  brodetty  froo  froo 
De  dum  I  tic  ket  ty 


frooo — What  a  sloshing! — 

.  . .  booboobooboobooboo. 


I  decided  to  take  the  crack  backward.  Turning  and  returning 
around  the  broad  [". .  .  we  don't  have  time  to  describe  this  about- 
face  contact . . .  framing!"]  I  was  going  to  circumvaginate  'round 
the  south  side.  [". . .  we  think  the  well-developed  attack  coming 


144 


from  back  field  has  every  chance  of  completion/Here  we  see  an 
example  of  exposition  in  stretta — successive  entrances  of  the 
various  parts:  First  voice,  the  subject  on  bass  .  .  .  meets  with  the 
head  of  the  response,  on  tenor,  crossing  of  voices/ 

lateral  pass 
to  the  two  three  fourths  center/;  the  contralto  catches  the  tail  of 
the  subject  in  augmentation/  Breakthrough — almost  on  the  spot, 
pure,  very  straight! .  . .  forward  pass/direct  Fifth! 


"Skirmish  on  the  sidelines,  at  center  field/Chord  in  dominant 
major  ninth  . .  .  resolution:  fundamental  tonic  chord./  Back  in 
play  and  overture  on  the  interpolated  tight  end./  Long  arabesque 
by  the  soprano/  Interception/  ,  fragment  of  counter-subject  by 
opposite  movement:  cadence  avoided  with  escape/  hike  and  . .  . 
punt!"] 

I  guess  she  booted  me  like  that  to  get  her  kicks  [". . .  we 
clearly  see  the  ball  rise  and  sail  between  the  goalposts!  short  note 
of  suspended  silence/  Fermata,  perfect  chord./  in  the  heavens."] 


[". . .  we  are  now  hearing  the  cheers  that  fill  the  stadium  (or  the 
hall)  and,  by  successive  waves  becoming  tighter  and  tighter, 
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overflow,    surpass    their    meaning — become    empty    of   their 
contents  (moral,  political,  etc.  .  .)  or  usurp  all  possible  meanings. 

We  can  retrieve  these  clamors 
which  give  us  a  pain  in  the  ears  and  make  the  radio  speaker 
vibrate,  record  them;  we  transform  them  into  what  we  want,"] 
One  rubs  against  the  debris  of  echoes  "[(. . .  booboobootrack- 
tracktrrrtrrrtrrrrtrrrrrooooo  .  .  .),  we  use  them  for  anything  at  all, 
we  can  make  them  serve  any  cause.  . . :" 


EVVIVA!  —  "Noi,  ci  sentiamo 
forti  —  W!  —  Questa  mattina,  ci  siamo  comunicati  —  W!  — 
Quando  bufflamo  del  buon  dio  pos siamo  inghiottire  qualsiasi 
cosa  —  EWIVA!— 

. . .  (hoo!  hoo!  hoo!  hoo!  ouououououon 
goth  et  magoth  mit  uns!  — HEIL!  — Wir  versprechen  tausen- 
dundeine  Nachtjahre  in  der  Wiisten!  — HEIL!  — jetzt  und 
immerdar!  — HEIL!  — und  von  Ewigkeit  zu  Ewigkeit!  — 
AMEN—  . . . 
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"we  have  just  played, 
rebroadcast  live,  the  Christmas  message  of  S.S.  the  Pope  and  the 
K.K.K.  Grand  Dragon 


"And  this  is  it:  'Midnight  the  world  over' 


"  '  3B0H !  .  .  .'  group  of  sounds  (median  resonant  layer;  rapid 
beats,  coming  from  the  sharp  resonant  layer;  continuous  sound, 
flat  layer.  We  thus  have  the  sonorous  body  of  this  knell.  .  . .") 


HanpacHo!  H  Taic  x  k  TbMe  cBoefi  npHBHK, 
^to  jjarae  chm  moh  MHe  BH^eHHux  Bemett 
y-M  Combine  He  jtbjijijih 

A    CHHJIHCL    TOJILKO    3ByKH. 
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("Thus  I've  become  used  to  shadows — even  in  dreams  things  are 
invisible  to  me  and  I  only  dream  sounds.") 


". . .  he  crumples  sheet  of  paper — a  contract?  a  love  letter? — he 
makes  light  breeze  broken  in  little  pieces  in  palm  of  hand:  he 
listens . . .  a  micro-earthquake?  that's  the  sound  of  it  at  this 
scale ..." 
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"he  makes  small  things  on  large  scale — which  doesn't  keep 
them  from  becoming  frightening! 


". . .  he  crushes  words  until  they're  reduced  to  a  crackling  of 
dried  ink;  —  ...  "onnyuonnthunntrovarrhounnstawn" . .  .  — 
minuscule  rolling  of  upstrokes  and  downstrokes. 

"If  honorable  mortal  takes  this  crumpled  paper  and  unfolds  it 
—  ...  "toohorrdementhurnuk" . .  .  — (the  echo  of  the  warped 
sentences),  he  will  not  be  able  to  read. 

. . .  he  makes  a  hole  there? 
No  light!"  [You  would  like  to  tear  off.  .  .  the  skin  of  this  mask 
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for  some  light,  an  instant .  .  .  ]  he  tears  the  sheet  of  paper- 
he  doesn't  know  that  this  sheet  is  himself 
on  whom  honorable  doctor  had  perhaps  copied  this  down: 
"Diese  Trawrigkeit  bewegte  Doctor  Faustum,  dass  er  seine 
Weheklag  auffzeichnete. " 

". . .  he  concludes  that  it  doesn  *t  mean  anything. "  ["Don't  make 
us  say  the  contrary!"] 


[". . .  We  have  explained  to  primitive  peoples  what  (their)  speech 
means — and  we  didn't  understand  a  word  of  it.  Let's  take  two 
examples.  First,  heat:  on  an  anapestic  rhythm,  a  chromatic 
descent  by  joined  degrees: 
ma  ji  vi  jo  tu  tu  mo  to  lo  ma  ji  vi  jo  tu  tu  mo  to  lo... 

"Then,  congealed  cold:  this  eskimo  cry: 
qasuiiysayjSiysa^sinnitluinaynaypuq.''] 

("One  has  absolutely  not  managed  to  And  a  resting  place") 
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When  one  doesn't  have  enough  to  pay  one's  rent,  one  should 

have  a  house  of  one's  own. 

One  sits  like  an  immobile  fly  on  the  map.  One  doesn't  move. 

One  wants  to  stay  there. 

One  doesn't  dare  go  back  home. 


One  is  afraid  of  finding  incomparable  pain.  One  gains  so  little 
by  hurting.  One  is  tired  of  working  to  hold  body  and  soul 
together — why  did  one  agree  to  write? — . . .  One  knows  that 
one  cannot. 


One   passes   one's   hand   over   the   lapidary   inscription — 
nothing,  said  once  and  for  all  (and  no  one  will  see  you.  it  was 

TOO  LATE.  IT  WAS  NECESSARY  TO  GO  THROUGH  WITH  IT,  THERE 

were  to  be  no  stories,  consequently,  I  didn't  understand  a 
thing. 


[You  would  hold  this  head,  now  an  empty  box— pocket  attic 
where  You  would  put  all  of  Your  thoughts  among  padlocked 
chests  with  eccentric  names  that  have  gradually  faded, 
become  illegible.  ]  it  was  suitable  at  this  point  to  think 
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ABOUT  ANNOUNCEMENTS,  TO  IMAGINE  AN  EPITAPH  FOR  SOME- 
ONE   WHO    HAD    NEVER    EXISTED    (CF.    AT    THE    SAINT    CROSS 

cemetery,  the  cenotaph  reads:)  "I  do  not  sank  heaven  for 
leetle  (contraceptive)  coils.  . . .") 


[".  . .  we  bury  this  year  for  our  listeners  in  a  cellar  situated  at 


Dead-end  of  the  Catacombs. 

We  are  sitting  side-by-side  at 
a  table,  with  our  companion,  our  backs  to  the  entrance.  In  the 
large  mirror  facing  us,  at  the  other  end  of  the  room,  we  see  the 
tableau  that  we  form  in  the  decor:  the  rather  low  tunnel  vault;  to 
the  left  and  the  right,  the  point  of  a  shoulder  lightly  juts  out.  At  the 
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center  of  the  table  a  bottle  (of  beer,  house  joke!)  between  two 
glasses. 

"We  have  the  sensation  of  being  the  mold  of  some  phantom 
calligram:  our  image  reduced  to  the  dimension  of  a  skull  (and 
we're  inside). 

"We  have  a  nightclub  in  our  heads. . . .") 


"Dead-end  of  the  Catacombs:  a  cave-cabaret.  Our 
backs  to  the  entrance  (  )  the  exit,  we  are, 
with  our  companion  -side  by  side-  sitting  before  a 
wooden  table,  rectangular — 3  x  6 — .The  polished,  waxed  sur- 
face is  riddled  with  gashes One  has  it  well  in  hand:  A 

texture  of  signs,  of  scars,  a  tactile  tissue  decomposes." 
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(continued  from  front  flap) 


his  magnificent  tattooed  skin.  As  a  further 
ordeal,  the  protagonist  finds  himself  prey 
to  the  whims  of  a  sadistic  French  girl  in 
the  next  apartment. 

A  novelistic  tour-de- force,  Compact 
fully  bears  out  La  Tribune  de  Geneve's 
judgment  of  Maurice  Roche's  work  as 
"the  most  important  literary  upheaval  to 
hit  France  in  the  last  decade." 


Maurice  Roche  was  born  in  Clermont- 
Ferrand,  France,  in  1925,  and  worked 
variously  as  a  journalist,  composer,  critic, 
and  race-car  driver  before  turning  to  writ- 
ing with  a  critical  study  of  Monteverdi. 
Compact,  his  first  novel,  as  well  as  his  first 
book  to  appear  in  English,  was  published 
in  1966,  and  has  since  come  to  be 
considered  a  classic  of  post-New  Novel 
fiction.  Maurice  Roche's  other  novels 
include  Circus,  CodeX,  Opera  Bouffe, 
Memoire,  Maccabre,  Maladie  Melodie, 
Camar(a)de,  and  Je  ne  vais  pas  bien, 
mais  il  faut  que  fy  aille. 

Mark  Polizzotti's  previous  translations 
include  works  by  Jean  Echenoz,  Paul 
Virilio,  Jean  Baudrillard,  Maurice  Roche, 
Jean  Senac,  and  the  Surrealists. 
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International  Acclaim  for  Maurice  Roche  and  COMPACT 

"Maurice  Roche  is  probably  the  most  interesting  novelist  in  France— interesting  and  truly 

gifted He  is  a  writer's  writer  creating  novels  for  tomorrow  out  of  a  profound  awareness 

of  yesterday's  art."  —David  Hayman,  TriQuarterly 

"Like  a  character  from  Beckett,  it's  through  suffering  that  Roche's  protagonist  gives  the 

meagre  proof  of  his  existence Compact  is  the  most  beautiful  success  of  the  kind  of  novel 

that  followed  the  'New  Novel.'  "  —Maurice  Nadeau,  The  French  Novel  since  the  War 

"Maurice  Roche  has  made  us  truly  feel  the  'dance  of  death'  of  our  civilization.  In  this  novel, 
our  world  speaks  to  us."  —  Le  Monde 

"This  'compact'  text  reflects  Roche's  impressive  virtuosity  and  soaring  imagination  in  his 
experimentations  with  form  and  style.  .  .  .  An  intriguing  and  demanding  yet  very  interest- 
ing novel."  —Books  Abroad 

"Despite  its  tragic  dimension,  Compact  possesses  in  equal  portion  that  kind  of  freedom, 
humor  and  laughing  indifference  that  is  the  game."  —Philippe  Sollers 


'A  beautiful,  solid  book. 


Le  Nouvel  Observateur 


"Among  contemporary  French  writers,  Maurice  Roche  is  the  one  who  has  most  radically 
called  into  question  the  structures  of  the  novel.  He  is  causing  in  the  novel  a  revolution  similar 
to  the  one  Mallarme  started  in  poetry."  —Claude  Bonnefoy,  Les  Nouvelles  Litteraires 

"A  memorable  book  of  personal  absence  .  .  .  and  at  the  same  time  the  most  searing  of 
autobiographies."  —Denis  Roche,  La  Quinzaine  Litter  aire 

"Compact.  .  .exists  as  an  expression  and  a  need  of  our  time."  —Les  Nouvelles  Lit- 


"A  wonderful  book,  full  of  beauty  and  pain."  —  Les  Lettres  Francaises 

"Maurice  Roche  occupies  a  privileged  and  very  original  place  among  writers  of  the  avant- 
garde.  .  .  .The  publication  of  Compact  was  most  certainly  a  milestone  in  the  development 
of  fiction."  —Anne  Fabre-Luce,  La  Quinzaine  Litteraire 

"Maurice  Roche's  works  .  .  .  constitute  the  most  important  literary  upheaval  to  hit  France 
in  the  last  decade."  — La  Tribune  de  Geneve 

"Fascinating ...  a  masterpiece  of  romantic  irony.  .  .  .  Maurice  Roche  has  achieved 
something  unique.  Schooled  in  music  and  in  the  stylistic  theories  of  the  'Tel  Quel'  group, 
Roche  has  developed  a  nearly  multi-dimensional  language  to  recreate  all  aspects  of  the 
world.  ...  In  this  'electronic  score,'  every  sign,  every  silence  plays  its  own  role  and  takes 
on  the  whole  essence  of  the  world."  —Saarbrucher  Zeitung 

"A  very  unusual  book  that .  . .  stirs  a  memory  of  what  literature  is  all  about.  In  a  literary 
scene  where  various  'best-sellers'  rule,  it  is  a  monument  of  distinction.  One  can  only  hope 
that  its  codes  reach  those  who  still  know  how  to  read."  —Frankfurter  A  llgemeine  Zeitung 


